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Capturing the multifaceted personality of Rabbi Leonard Beerman (1921–2014) 
is not a simple task. He was a deeply inquisitive thinker who posed probing 
philosophical and theological questions from his early to his last days. He was 
an impassioned preacher who lavished attention on his weekly and seasonal ser-
mons, which alternately dazzled, moved, and angered his congregants. After his 
retirement from Leo Baeck Temple, he continued to give a much anticipated and 
often controversial sermon every Yom Kippur, delivering the final one two and a 
half months before his death on December 24, 2014.
Leonard Beerman was also an indefatigable activist for social justice whose 
renown extended well beyond Los Angeles to the wider nation. His commitment, 
like his life, was forged in a time of dramatic historical change. Beerman’s early 
years were marked by the profound economic uncertainty of the Great Depression, 
out of which emerged his empathy for the less fortunate. As an adolescent, he 
encountered racism, xenophobia, and antisemitism in America, while develop-
ing a nascent awareness of the rise of murderous totalitarianism in Europe that 
culminated in the Holocaust. And in the first decades of his professional career, he 
devoted a great deal of energy to combating the scourges of McCarthyism, racial 
injustice, and later, nuclear arms.
Beerman was not alone in these commitments. During this tumultuous period 
in American history, the rabbinical profession was propelled forward by power-
ful new currents in American society such as progressivism and the social gospel 
movement.1 Towering figures such as Stephen S. Wise, Judah L. Magnes, Abba 
Hillel Silver, and later Joachim Prinz and Abraham Joshua Heschel reimagined the 
rabbinate as a vehicle for broad social engagement, consistent with their vision of 
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an ethical Judaism rooted in the ancient Hebrew prophets’ demand for justice. By 
the 1950s, the American Reform movement at large was assuming an increasingly 
activist and public stance, issuing books, guidelines to congregations, and procla-
mations that echoed the famous charge from Deuteronomy, “Justice, Justice Shalt 
Thou Pursue,” as a 1953 rabbinical proclamation was titled.2
Leonard Beerman came of age in this charged midcentury era as a Reform 
rabbi inspired by predecessors such as Wise, Magnes, and Heschel (who was not 
a Reform rabbi, but whom Beerman met at the Reform seminary Hebrew Union 
College in Cincinnati). At the same time, he was very much his own man. The 
sight of injustice of any sort induced a raw pain in him. He was especially vigilant 
and outraged when he believed that fellow Jews were complicit in causing injury, 
either through direct action or indifference. Never content to settle for the easy 
path, Beerman challenged and chastised his fellow Jews—and himself—with fiery 
intensity. He was willing to alienate, indeed, to afflict the comfortable in order to 
comfort the afflicted, as the well-known phrase has it.
Leonard Beerman was an unusual mix. He was a thinker, a vastly literate reader, 
and a scholar manqué who was somewhat hesitant to commit his spoken word 
to pen. And he was a doer, who proudly lived the Heschelian principle of pray-
ing with his feet by frequenting and leading protests against injustice. In both of 
these domains of activity, Beerman was animated by a deep humanity. He loved 
people in the abstract, and he loved people in the flesh. He loved his fellow Jews, 
and he loved human beings in general. He knew the healing powers of love in per-
sonal relationships. And he knew, as his brother-in-arms, the legendary civil rights 
activist the Reverend James Lawson, put it, that “love in action” was the defining 
force of social justice.3
It would be easy but inaccurate to suggest that Leonard Beerman’s personal-
ity was free of tension. He was filled with love, but also anger at injustice. He was 
a bold pacifist, but also an unrelenting fighter. He marched, demonstrated, and 
was arrested with people in South Central, but served a wealthy congregation in 
upscale Bel-Air. He was his own kind of Jewish particularist and an unbounded 
universalist.4 These dissonances and disjunctures reflected a spirit of restlessness, 
a constant fear of inadequacy, and a fair measure of inner turmoil. But they also 
gave real force to his sense of prophetic vocation. Like his rabbinical forebears, 
Beerman looked to the Hebrew prophets for inspiration. They were his models for 
thinking and doing in the world. It was they, he declared in a sermon from 1983, 
who “address our condition of being Jews and yet at the same time being citizens 
of the larger society.”5
What especially spoke to Beerman’s sense of mission in the prophets was their 
courage to remonstrate, to fight against inequality, to look inside themselves with 
critical eyes. This captured for him the essence of what it meant to be Jewish. 
Beerman articulated this sentiment already in his first major sermon—the one that 
every graduating rabbinical student gives at Hebrew Union College. In his “Chapel 
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Sermon,” of October 1948, Beerman stated: “Israel is the eternal wanderer and suf-
ferer, like man himself, fighting against thistles and thorns, shadows and abstrac-
tions. Israel is the eternal dissident, the great disobedient child of history.”6 This had 
more than a trace of autobiographical insight, for Leonard Beerman was himself 
an “eternal dissident,” fighting against convention and comfort not in the name of 
tearing down, but rather with a deep belief in the possibility of repairing the world.
The roots of this distinctive commitment extended back to early childhood. 
Leonard Beerman was born on April 9, 1921, in Altoona, Pennsylvania, the eldest 
of three siblings. His father Paul (1896–1983) belonged to the great wave of Jewish 
immigration to the United States that commenced in the late nineteenth century, 
moving to this country at the age of three from Kovno in Lithuania. His mother 
Tillie (1896–1982) was born in New York to Hungarian Jewish parents. Neither of 
his parents went to school beyond seventh grade; both were needed to care for 
their families. In Altoona, Beerman and his parents lived in close proximity to his 
maternal grandparents, Rose and Jacob Grossman, who kept a kosher home and 
introduced Beerman to Jewish rituals.7 Life in Altoona was not easy, especially in 
economic terms. His father moved from peddling fruits and vegetables on a horse-
driven wagon to selling notions, small objects, and toys.8
When Beerman was six and a half, his father took a more stable job as a depart-
ment store manager in Michigan. The Beermans were one of seven Jewish families 
in their small town, and Beerman was one of two Jews at his high school. The 
town itself was, as Beerman remembers it, “ultra-Republican.”9 His oppositional 
tendencies were evident already at this early stage. In a student poll at his high 
school in 1932, twenty-nine of thirty students voted for Herbert Hoover; one, 
Leonard Beerman, voted for FDR. Not only did the local newspaper, the Owosso 
Argus-Press, regularly inveigh against Roosevelt and Communists, but the Ku Klux 
Klan was a presence in town. Antisemitism was also part of the general milieu; his 
father would regularly tune in during the 1930s to the weekly broadcasts of Father 
Charles Coughlin, the rabidly anti-Jewish Catholic priest from Detroit.10
Beerman learned from his father that it was possible and even necessary to hold 
to unpopular positions. Paul Beerman had returned from his service in the US 
military in World War I as a pacifist. Beerman recalls: “He didn’t believe in war. 
I mean, he didn’t make a big deal of it but that was what he was. He basically was 
a man of peace and gentleness.”11 Paul was also a person who identified with the 
plight of the workers, as would his son throughout his life.
Beerman’s teenage years were challenging ones, and inculcated in him a life-
long empathy for the underdog. In the first instance, he was unusually short, 4'10", 
paired with a partner on the high school tennis team who was 6'3". This led to a 
certain lack of confidence, as he remembered: “Puberty really didn’t come to me 
until I was about 16, and that was a problem, a big problem in my glands and in my 
mind.”12 Compounding these difficulties was the fact that his father was forced to 
take a major pay cut in 1937, at the tail end of the Depression, sending him into a 
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depression that culminated in the loss of his job—and then a nervous breakdown. 
After a period of rehabilitation for Paul in a sanatorium, the cash-strapped family 
was forced to move back to Altoona to live with Rose Grossman. Beerman remem-
bers being very angry that he had to leave his Owosso high school after his junior 
year to commence his senior year in Altoona.13
One year later, the family again picked up and moved from Altoona for State 
College, Pennsylvania, where Beerman was to begin his college studies in the 
fall of 1939 at what was then the Pennsylvania State College. To make ends meet, 
the family took in boarders in its new house. Penn State was extremely impor-
tant in Beerman’s formation in several regards. There, he joined the local Hillel 
chapter, and began to develop a much richer connection to and intellectual inter-
est in Judaism. An important guide was the Hillel director, Benjamin Kahn, a 
Conservative rabbi whom Beerman respected and learned from.14 At that point, 
though, he had given no thought to becoming a rabbi himself. Rather, he was com-
ing into his own intellectually, discovering a passion for serious study, especially in 
his three favorite subjects: literature, history, and philosophy. He also took mathe-
matics and physical education virtually every semester and was enrolled through-
out his time in college in ROTC.15 At Penn State, he found contemporaries with 
whom he could converse in stimulating fashion as well as a talented faculty that 
challenged him. One professor, the medieval historian Francis Tschan, thought 
highly of Beerman, but was apparently no lover of members of the Mosaic faith. 
While giving him a ride home once, he said approvingly: “Beerman, you’re not like 
those Jews from New York.”16 Another faculty member, a Jewish biochemist with 
whom his parents were friendly, encouraged Beermam to go into that field. In the 
same period, he took a test designed to identify career options at Penn State. The 
person who administered it said that it revealed that Beerman had the aptitude to 
be a professor in the humanities, but added that it was virtually impossible for a 
Jew to attain such a position in the year 1941.17
At that point in the summer of 1941, with few prospects awaiting him, though 
close to completion of his course work, Beerman left school and began to hitch-
hike around the country. Eventually, he landed in Flint, Michigan, where he got 
a job at the AC spark plug factory, which had been repurposed to make guns 
for the war effort. Beerman worked on the assembly line seven nights a week. In 
this setting, he stood out. In the first instance, he was an intellectually inclined 
and curious college student. In the second instance, his political instincts tended 
toward socialism, which was hardly popular in the jingoistic war years. And 
finally, his religion set him apart. He recalled that he once was socializing with a 
group of coworkers at the YMCA where he lived when he told them that he was 
a Jew. They responded:
“If we had known you were Jewish, we never would have had anything to do with 
you.” Another one said, “In fact, we’re not going to have anything to do with you,” and 
they walked out of the room.18
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Given his later trajectory, it is surprising that this and other encounters with anti-
semitism as a youth and young man did not turn Beerman inward or render him 
defensive toward the world. On the contrary, these experiences seemed to heighten 
his own sensitivity for the plight of other victims of group discrimination. At the 
same time, he was learning and reading more about Jewish history and thought, 
working his way through the Judaica section of the Flint public library. This led 
him to develop a stronger sense of Jewish identity, and he began to think for the 
first time of a career as a rabbi.19 Soon thereafter, Beerman returned to Penn State 
to complete his studies. This was a period of further intellectual growth and exis-
tential tumult. He spoke with a close friend at Penn State, Leonard Feldstein, who 
would later become a psychoanalyst in New York, about his thoughts of becoming 
a rabbi. Feldstein immediately blurted out: “You can’t become a rabbi; you don’t 
believe in God.”20 Indeed, Beerman harbored his own serious theological doubts, 
even as he was deepening his knowledge of Judaism. He felt some measure of 
solace when he discovered the great Dutch thinker of Jewish origins, Benedictus 
Spinoza (1632–1677), who helped give him a philosophical and theological han-
dle on the world. He was particularly drawn to Spinoza’s notion that God was 
essentially equivalent to nature (Deus sive natura): “The god of Spinoza, I thought, 
could be my god, and that’s the god I think I could believe in and affirm, so I was 
comforted by that.”21 Indeed, this intense engagement with Spinoza became the 
philosophical foundation of Beerman’s lifelong agnosticism, which lent his rabbin-
ate a curious quality, but also a tension-filled authenticity.
Throughout his life, Beerman asked tough questions of himself, refusing to 
accept pat answers or easy resolutions. He was a man of courage and boldness, 
but not of certainty. Moreover, he took steps in his life that were as much a chal-
lenge to his value system as an affirmation of them. One such step came after he 
returned to Penn State in the summer of 1942 to complete his degree. He finished 
his requirements in the fall semester and was awarded a bachelor’s degree with Phi 
Beta Kappa honors on December 17. He then decided immediately thereafter to 
enlist in the Marine Corps, prompted both by his need to fulfill his ROTC obliga-
tion and, in choosing the US Marines, by the desire to overcome his own sense 
of physical inadequacy.22 He shipped off to Parris Island, South Carolina, spent 
three months in grueling training camp, and emerged, as he recalled, with “a butch 
haircut, very lean, muscular.”23 Because of his intellectual aptitude, Beerman was 
recommended for Officer Candidate School, but could not pass the final physical 
test required of new recruits. Faced with a variety of options, he took an honorable 
discharge after only seven months.
Over the course of his time at Penn State, Beerman had discussed the option 
of rabbinical school with Rabbi Kahn, the Hillel director. Because Beerman did 
not have a strong background in Hebrew or other traditional Jewish subjects, 
Kahn recommended that he consider the Reform movement’s seminary Hebrew 
Union College (HUC), where the fact that he was not familiar with traditional 
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Jewish sources would not be a disqualification. And in fact, Beerman had written 
to HUC’s president, Dr. Julian Morgenstern, before heading off to Parris Island. 
As he remembered it, Dr. Morgenstern told him that he’d be happy to admit him 
if he returned in one piece from the Marine Corps.24 Accordingly, after being dis-
charged, Beerman made his way to Cincinnati, Ohio, and enrolled in the fall of 
1943 in HUC.
There he took a wide range of courses, including Hebrew, the Bible, Jewish 
ritual, and rabbinic literature.25 He studied with a number of leading Jewish stud-
ies scholars, including Israel Bettan, Jacob Rader Marcus, and Abraham Joshua 
Heschel. And yet it was a lesser-known faculty member who influenced him 
most, Abraham Cronbach, a Reform rabbi and scholar with radical pedagogical 
and political ideas. In his classroom, which was festooned with magazine covers 
expressing political views from Communist to Fascist, Cronbach did not allow 
argument. One had the right to express an opinion, but not to oppose another’s. 
Cronbach himself was a deeply committed pacifist with strong socialist inclina-
tions, whom Beerman remembered as “an absolutely brilliant man”—and one of 
the first to write on Judaism and psychoanalysis.26
Meanwhile, the students at HUC were informally divided by their various 
interests. Beerman remembers three such groups: the “kavanah” boys (including 
Samuel Dresner and Richard Rubinstein), who came together on the basis of their 
common desire to make prayer and liturgy spiritually meaningful;27 the “theol-
ogy” boys (including future luminaries such as Eugene Borowitz, Arnold J. Wolf, 
and Steven Schwarzchild), who were the intellectual vanguard of the student body 
and were searching for a more vigorous theology than what they were taught; and 
the “social justice” boys, who were committed to the prophetic spirit of bringing 
equality and peace to the world. Beerman had little to do with the first group, had 
strong ties to those in the second, but was a mainstay of the third, along with his 
close friend Robert Goldburg, with whom he shared a passion not only for activ-
ism, but for fine literature and rigorous intellectual exchange as well. The “social 
justice” boys read the texts of Marx and other Marxists, and engaged in their own 
forms of activism. For example, they undertook, together with a black student 
from the University of Cincinnati, a sit-in at a segregated restaurant in town, refus-
ing to leave before being removed hours later.28
Beerman’s participation in the informal social justice group gave expression 
to an ethical-political commitment that had been developing in him for years. It 
reflected his view that to be a Jew was to act in the world for the betterment of all 
humanity. It is thus somewhat curious that he decided that he would travel, along 
with his wife, Martha, and his fellow HUC student, Ezra Spicehandler and his 
wife, Shirley, to Palestine to study at the Hebrew University in Jerusalem in the 
fall of 1947. Although the American Reform movement had moved away from its 
unequivocal opposition to Zionism (in the Pittsburgh platform of 1885) to a posi-
tion of qualified support (in the Columbus platform of 1937), many Reform rabbis 
Introduction    7
remained opposed or agnostic about Zionism. Given Beerman’s own universalist 
rendering of Judaism and disdain for all forms of chauvinism, one might think 
that he would simply sidestep Zionism and avoid Palestine. But Beerman was 
insatiably curious and liked to learn for himself. Palestine was a source of intense 
controversy even then, and it was important to go to visit. At the same time, he 
harbored within him a vestige of his grandparents’ world, traces of a certain Jewish 
ethnic bond, as well as pride in the fortitude and accomplishments of the Zionist 
settlers. Notwithstanding his profound concern and frequent criticism, Palestine 
(and later Israel) held a special place in his heart.
And in fact, Beerman’s time in Palestine proved to be formative. He settled in 
Jerusalem, and quickly went about meeting people and making new friends. He 
planned to enroll at the Hebrew University in the fall semester, though there is no 
record of his actually taking courses.29 That said, he did seek out and forge in this 
period a connection with one of the most controversial Jews in Palestine, who hap-
pened to be the president of the Hebrew University and a Reform rabbi: Judah L. 
Magnes. The American-born Magnes (1877–1948) had served congregations in the 
Bay Area and New York before taking a most unusual step for an American Reform 
rabbi in 1922: he immigrated to Palestine. He became a leading force behind the 
efforts to create a new university in Jerusalem, and presided over the opening of the 
Hebrew University in April 1925 as its founding chancellor. Beerman was drawn to 
Magnes not only because of his role in creating the Hebrew University, and not only 
because he was a Reform rabbi. Magnes was also one of the most notable Jewish 
pacifists in Palestine and was heavily involved in efforts to achieve peace between 
Jews and Arabs from the time of his arrival in the country. Magnes did not hesitate 
to voice his political opinions, which were decidedly out of step with the sensibili-
ties of Jews in Palestine during the British Mandate period (1922–1948). Even at the 
Hebrew University, whose faculty included a number of well-known liberals and 
progressive, Magnes’s words were not always well received. For example, students 
hissed at his speech at the opening of the winter semester in 1929, three months 
after the murderous Western Wall riots. On that occasion, Magnes declared:
If the only way of establishing the Jewish National Home is upon the bayonets of 
some empire, our whole enterprise is not worthwhile and it is better that the eternal 
people that has outlived many a mighty empire should possess its soul in patience 
and plan and wait. It is one of the great civilizing tasks before the Jewish people to 
try to enter the Promised Land not as Joshua, but bringing peace, culture, hard work, 
sacrifice, love and determination; to do nothing unjustifiable before the conscience 
of the world.30
In virtually every regard, Judah Magnes was a model for Leonard Beerman: his 
pacifism, his commitment to Jewish-Arab peace, his vision of a prophetic Judaism 
defined by its ethical norms, and his willingness to brook controversy with his 
words. In fact, a recent biographer of Magnes described him in terms that could 
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well suit Beerman: “American Jewish nonconformist.”31 Among other affinities, 
Beerman was drawn to Magnes’s most controversial of stances—his opposition to 
a self-standing Jewish state in favor of a Jewish-Arab binational state.32 And yet, he 
did not publicly endorse Magnes’s proposal. As a matter of fact, he took another 
action in Jerusalem that is surprising in light of his own instincts as well as his new 
relationship with Magnes. Following the United Nations General Assembly vote in 
favor of the partition of Palestine into a Jewish and an Arab state on November 29, 
1947, he joined the Haganah, the Jewish paramilitary force associated with the 
Labor Zionist Mapai Party. He renewed his knowledge of how to use a gun from 
his time in the Marine Corps, and was even sent out on a mission shortly after the 
outbreak of hostilities between Jews and Arabs that followed the approval of the 
United Nations partition plan on November 29, 1947. On that mission, which he 
undertook with his HUC friend Ezra Spicehandler, he recalled carrying but not 
detonating hand grenades in the Katamon neighborhood of Jerusalem.33
The experience of serving in the Haganah and countenancing the prospect of 
doing serious harm to another human being, along with his conversations with 
Figure 1. Leonard Beerman (far right) with Judah Magnes, Ezra Spicehandler, and two 
 unidentified people at the Hebrew University, Jerusalem (1947).
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Judah Magnes, solidified what would become an iron-clad principle for Beerman 
from this point forward: pacifism. He returned to the United States in the spring 
of 1948, and was invited to speak about his experience. In a speech entitled “I Saw 
Palestine Betrayed” at the Penn State Hillel chapter on April 30, 1948, he followed 
in Magnes’s path by taking aim at the British, whom he scored for failing to pre-
vent violence between Jews and Arabs. Unlike Magnes, though, he supported the 
idea of partitioning Palestine into Jewish and Arab states, but on the condition 
that “Arabs are given access to educational and cultural opportunities such as the 
Jews have.”34 While clearly drawn to the ideal of binationalism, he remained com-
mitted throughout his life to the principle of independent states for both Jews and 
Arabs. Over time, though, one notices a shift in his rhetoric regarding the rela-
tions between Jews and Arabs in the Holy Land. Soon after his return in 1948, he 
expressed the view of fellow Jews about the desire of local Arabs to “impose their 
feudal rule on the country and overturn the achievements of the Jews.”35 In later 
years, from the late 1960s onward, such sentiments gave way to frustration over the 
errant path of Zionism, especially in denying to Palestinians their national rights. 
Incidentally, Beerman never identified himself as a Zionist, though he felt a strong 
connection to Israel and, on a subsequent visit in 1964 while on sabbatical with 
Martha and their three daughters, even considered moving there—yet another 
evocation of the life path followed by Judah Magnes.
Meanwhile, back in the United States, Beerman entered his final year of rab-
binical school in 1948. Although he tended to describe himself as shy and merely 
one of the pack, he distinguished himself enough to be elected student body presi-
dent. Moreover, with his “Chapel Sermon” on October 30, he revealed himself 
not only as a skilled orator and explicator of the Bible, but also as a wide-ranging 
and fearless intellectual. Over the course of his time at HUC, Beerman always did 
well in his classes on public speaking, earning the grade of Excellent. As a general 
matter, the attention paid to popular speaking, and more particularly the sermon, 
in that era of the American rabbinate was high. For many congregants, it was the 
key measure of the rabbi’s public performance as well as the center of gravity of the 
weekly Sabbath service.36
From the very beginning of his career, Beerman brought a formidable array of 
talents to the art of sermonizing: lyrical eloquence, a large library of philosophical 
and historical references drawn from his wide reading, a seemingly endless reposi-
tory of poetic allusions, and deep psychological insight into the human condition.
This last quality was on display in his first major homiletical appearance, his 
“Chapel Sermon.” He began by reflecting on children and their tendency to rebel 
against their parents. In fact, this impulse was not restricted to children, but applied 
to humans at large. Beerman’s proof text was the series of early chapters of the book 
of Genesis describing Adam and Eve in the garden of Eden. He treated Adam’s tak-
ing a bite of the forbidden apple (Gen. 3:6) not as a manifestation of man’s fall from 
grace, but as an essential, if not fully complete, step toward individuation—indeed, 
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as liberation from the state of infant dependency. Beerman analogized Adam 
to man in his time, who has taken a step toward liberation by gaining mastery, 
through technological advances, over nature. But like Adam, who took only a bite 
rather than consuming the entire apple, human beings have not gained mastery 
over themselves or society. They remain in need of “a sense of purpose, a sense of 
human dignity in the changed and different world in which we live.”37
This incomplete state yields fear, frustration, and a lack of boldness. The result-
ing lack of rationality and emotional maturity led people to believe, Beerman 
observed, that “if there were no Russia and if there were no Communists, all the 
problems with which we and the world are troubled would vanish.”38 This state-
ment announced his own steadfast resistance to the rabid red-baiting of the day. 
Beerman also pushed back against the grim view of human nature that he associ-
ated with neo-orthodox Protestant theologians, who held that man is evil and “the 
world is set against him in eternal conflict.”39 On the contrary, human beings are 
not evil nor condemned to ignorance. They are on a ceaseless quest for enlighten-
ment and justice. What is required is not more conformity, but to “eat more and 
more and more at the tree of knowledge,” to rebel against constraint and conven-
tion. The prototype for this transgressive pursuer of knowledge is Israel, the Jewish 
people, whom Beerman designates, we recall, as “the eternal dissident, the great 
disobedient child of history.”40
This early sermon presciently captures a good portion of Beerman’s lifelong 
vocation as rabbi—to believe in the goodness of humanity, but to be mindful of 
its enormous unrealized potential and not infrequent missteps. This is the credo 
that guided him in fulfillment of his role as eternal dissident. And it was a role for 
which he became known throughout his career. More than thirty years later, in 
the wake of Israel’s invasion of Lebanon in the summer of 1982, Beerman’s picture 
was on the cover of the local LA Weekly with the headline “A Dissident Rabbi 
Speaks Out.” He and a number of colleagues had proposed a resolution critical of 
the invasion at the recent convention of Reform rabbis (the Central Conference 
of American Rabbis, CCAR), which was roundly defeated. In a lengthy interview 
in the LA Weekly to explain his position, Beerman reiterated his universalist and 
pacifist ideals: “My concerns as a Jew are not only for the survival of the Jewish 
people and the State of Israel, but for the ethical values of my Jewish tradition. 
Anything that involves the destruction of human beings of any race or nation is 
something that I consider to be a tragedy, an outrage against the principles that I, 
as a Jew, am committed to.”41
Alongside this early and rather constant dissident stance, Beerman displayed 
another, somewhat opposing tendency as rabbi: as institutional partner and 
builder. At the end of the 1948–1949 academic year that began with his “Chapel 
Sermon,” he graduated HUC. Soon thereafter he was interviewed by a small group 
of Reform Jews in Los Angeles interested in hiring a rabbi to lead their new com-
munity as of August 1, 1949. The group had first organized in 1947 as Congregation 
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Beth Aaron, but decided that it should take its name from the famous German 
rabbi and theologian whom some members had heard speak in Los Angeles: Leo 
Baeck (1873–1956).42 The new group did its due diligence, interviewing eleven 
candidates for the position. It chose the newly minted rabbi Leonard Beerman 
to serve as its spiritual leader at the fledgling temple located on S. San Vicente 
Figure 2. “A Dissident Rabbi Speaks Out,” LA Weekly (1982).
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Boulevard. It was a gamble for both sides: for his part, Beerman eschewed the 
easier path of working in an established congregation as an assistant rabbi in favor 
of a start-up experiment that could go bad; for the group, it was clear that Beerman 
was supremely talented, but also a person of deep and potentially divisive convic-
tion. And indeed, over the course of his career at Leo Baeck Temple, he prompted 
some congregants to walk out in protest over his sermons.
And yet, Beerman built Leo Baeck into a major center of Reform Judaism in 
Los Angeles. This was one of the curious and impressive features of his personality. 
Figure 3. Invitation to installation at Leo Baeck Temple (1949).
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He was not merely a critic, but also a collaborator who became involved in the 
work of the local Jewish Federation and the local Board of Rabbis, of which he 
served as president from 1979 to 1981. He learned from an early stage in his profes-
sional career how to strike a balance between provoking and nurturing his flock to 
become informed activists.
It was not an easy task. The first years of his rabbinate at Leo Baeck coincided 
with the advent of the McCarthy era and the dangerous assault upon all suspected of 
Figure 4. Leonard Beerman and Dr. Nelson Glueck at installation (1949).
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Communism. Although there were many otherwise liberal Jews who succumbed to 
the Red Scare, including more than a few in his congregation, Beerman frequently 
inveighed against McCarthy and the assault on democratic principles. Later in life, 
he recalled that on the Friday on which Julius and Ethel Rosenberg were executed, 
June 19, 1953, he inserted their names into the kaddish (mourner’s prayer) at Friday 
night services. When confronted by a congregant as to why he would do such a 
thing, he recalled that he took the path of lesser resistance, for which he later felt 
regret, by saying that a member of the congregation was a relative of theirs.
Some months later, in October 1953, Beerman delivered a sermon at Leo Baeck 
intended as a tribute to one of his leading Reform rabbinical predecessors, Stephen 
S. Wise. It also provided him an opportunity to praise Wise and other noble figures 
such as Judah Magnes whom the McCarthyites, “pygmies of national shame” in his 
pungent language, had tried to brand and excoriate for their alleged Communist 
ties. In the course of his robust defense, Beerman articulated both a personal credo 
and a vision of Judaism that would last a lifetime. He declared to his congregants:
As all men do, I hold opinions. My opinions may be right or they may be wrong. 
They may not always coincide with the majority. But because they are mine and 
because they are as honest as I can make them, I have the obligation to speak them. 
I have done so in the past and I hope to do so in the future.
Figure 5. Leonard Beerman (right) with Dr. Leo Baeck (center) and Rabbi Phineas Smoller 
(left) (1952).
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This moral imperative to speak up derived from his broader sense of Jewish mis-
sion, rooted in the principle that “we have proclaimed our choice of virtue and 
goodness as our mission among the nations.” He continued:
Since the days of the prophets, we have borne the message that our God desires nei-
ther sacrifice nor burnt offering, but the doing of justice, the showing of mercy, and 
the pursuit of righteousness.43
At a mere five years’ remove from HUC, Beerman gave eloquent voice to the guid-
ing prophetic spirit that would remain the bedrock of his rabbinate. In the 1960s, 
he continued with his mix of building up and agitating for change. He worked 
together with the Leo Baeck board to raise funds and develop architectural plans 
for a new campus on the Sepulveda Pass. Leo Baeck moved from its San Vicente 
site to its current Bel-Air address in 1963, a convenient four months after the open-
ing of the San Diego Freeway, to which it was adjacent. A year later, Beerman 
took an eight-month sabbatical, sojourning with Martha to Jerusalem via Europe, 
where they stopped at Theresienstadt, the Nazi concentration camp in which 
Rabbi Leo Baeck had been incarcerated. During this sabbatical period, Beerman 
studied Hebrew, met with scholars and politicians, and gave serious consideration 
to moving to Israel, but ultimately decided not to.
Upon his return to LA, he immersed himself in a variety of causes. As he 
charted his career throughout the tumultuous sixties and into the seventies, three 
major issues of social justice recur: the quest for civil rights, opposition to the 
Vietnam War, and a commitment to rid the world of nuclear arms. In the first 
case, Beerman joined many other Jewish leaders in taking an active role in the civil 
rights movement. One of the most notable examples was his German-born col-
league Joachim Prinz, who delivered an impassioned address just before Martin 
Luther King Jr. at the March on Washington on August 28, 1963. There, Prinz 
declared that the Jewish experience of liberation from slavery created “a sense of 
complete identification and solidarity born of our own painful historic experi-
ence” with African Americans.44
In that spirit, Beerman channeled his lifelong resistance to any form of group 
discrimination not only into support for legislative reform such as the Civil Rights 
Act of 1964 and the Voting Rights Act of 1965, but into a far-reaching critique of 
the deep structure of racism in America. He was invited to speak in January 1967 
at a symposium on Black Power, offering, as was his custom, a progressive Jewish 
perspective. He analyzed the psychological, as well as material, effects of racism 
before concluding with a stark candor that went beyond Prinz’s powerful words:
America is racist from top to bottom, and this racism is not a problem of human 
relations, but of a pattern of exploitation maintained actively or silently by society as 
a whole. And the rebuilding of society is not primarily a task of the blacks; it is the 
responsibility of the whites.45
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Figure 6. Leonard Beerman (top left) getting an award from CLUE with others, including 
Rev. James Lawson (bottom right) (2004).
Critics, especially of his political stance on Israel-Palestine, would say that he never 
hesitated to blame himself or fellow Jews (or here, whites) for the ills of the world—
and that such a tendency indicated a self-hating impulse. A more charitable reading 
would maintain that this impulse reflected Beerman’s willingness to acknowledge 
his position of relative privilege and take stock of those upon whose shoulders it 
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was built. It also reflected his deep powers of empathy, especially for the underdog 
or downtrodden, consistent with his Jewish mission as eternal dissident.
Beerman’s work on civil rights brought him into contact with the Reverend 
James Lawson, the pioneering pastor, activist, and proponent of Gandhian non-
violence who moved to Los Angeles in the summer of 1974. He and Beerman met 
shortly thereafter and recognized that the two of them, an African African minis-
ter and a Reform rabbi, were kindred spirits.46 They met on a monthly basis as part 
of an interfaith group on human relations. They also joined hands in the strug-
gle for justice on a dizzying array of causes: Vietnam, nuclear arms, El Salvador, 
Nicaragua, immigration, livable wages for janitors, the Persian Gulf War. Shortly 
after Rev. Lawson arrived, they agitated to expand opportunities for black students 
to gain admission to the UCLA Medical School. Beerman’s position of support was 
at odds with some in the Jewish community who, from the 1970s onward, began 
to see remediation for past discrimination against African Americans (e.g., via 
school busing or affirmative action) as antithetical to their interests.47
Meanwhile, some years earlier, Beerman met another Protestant minister, who 
would become his closest friend. George Regas, a self-described country pastor 
from Knoxville, Tennessee, assumed the pulpit at All Saints Church in Pasadena 
in 1967. Under his leadership, All Saints became a national leader in progressive, 
church-based politics. The two men would remain extremely close to one another 
for the next nearly fifty years; following their example, All Saints and Leo Baeck 
Temple frequently joined together in support of social justice activism and to 
share occasions of celebration and protest. Indeed, so close was their personal and 
institutional relationship that Rev. Regas appointed Leonard Beerman Rabbi-in-
Residence at All Saints in 1973, surely one of the few occasions in which a church 
had its own in-house Jewish cleric!48
The Episcopalian and Jew first encountered one another in Los Angeles in 
1967 at a site familiar to both, a peace rally, this time against the Vietnam War. 
Beerman was enchanted by the genteel accent and rhythmic cadence of Regas’s 
speech at the rally, and they quickly found a common path in progressive politics. 
That said, the two men pursued distinct theological routes. George Regas was a 
man of deep faith in Christ and commitment to prayer. Beerman was an agnostic 
who believed in the great spiritual power of poetry and protest. But he recognized 
in Regas a similar prophetic passion. And like his friend, he was disinclined to 
remain silent when he saw injustice. To wit, he wrote a letter to President Lyndon 
Johnson on April 13, 1967 informing him that he and Martha wanted no part of 
the Vietnam conflict:
That portion of our tax which helps to sustain the war in Vietnam has been paid 
involuntarily. We have no wish to support what we consider to be unjust. We 
should be happy to pay even a greater proportion of our income for works of 
healing and peace, but the acts of violence being perpetrated by our government 
violate our conscience.49
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Beerman regularly used the pulpit to inveigh against the war or invite others to 
do so. One of the guest speakers whom he brought to speak at Leo Baeck on Yom 
Kippur was Daniel Ellsberg, the former defense analyst who gained renown in 
1971 for releasing a huge trove of sensitive US government documents related to 
the war known as the Pentagon Papers. Even before that, on the eve of the Jewish 
New Year in 1970, Rabbi Beerman decried the “militarization of American life, 
the war in Indochina, the orgy of wasteful production and distribution,” which, 
he lamented, “are all a part of a gigantic hoax that we are trying to perpetuate on 
our children.”50 There was in his words a daring, at times transgressive, quality 
that mesmerized and challenged his audience, always drawing from a deep well 
of moral outrage. He often accompanied and tempered his jeremiads with poetry, 
in this case, concluding his sermon with a poem from 1910 by the Briton Wilfred 
Owen, who anticipated the impending mass bloodshed of the Great War by mak-
ing reference to the biblical binding of Isaac. In the closing lines of the poem, 
Owen’s Abraham declines to substitute a ram for his son:
But the old man would not do so, but slew his son,—
And half the seed of Europe, one by one.
The mix of moral indignation and poetry made for a powerful listening experi-
ence, solidifying Beerman’s reputation as a formidable and controversial preacher 
who not only talked the talk but also walked the walk of social activism. His 
resulting prominence, at both local and national levels, was not without its costs. 
In 1971, Beerman was proposed for the position of vice president of the CCAR 
by its nominating committee.51 The group’s annual meeting that year in St. Louis 
featured impassioned debate among the rabbis over whether they should be per-
mitted to officiate at mixed marriages.52 Beerman was already serving as execu-
tive secretary of the group, and had he ascended to the vice presidency, he would 
have been in line to become president of the CCAR, the youngest person ever 
to assume the post in its history. However, an unusual development jolted the 
CCAR assembly on its last day, as it went through the formal act of voting on the 
unanimous recommendation of the nominating committee. For the first time in 
its history, a rabbi-delegate proposed from the floor a different candidate than the 
nominating committee’s choice, Leonard Beerman. He argued that his preferred 
candidate, Rabbi Robert Kahn of Houston, had the benefit of age and wisdom, 
which trumped in importance the precedent of supporting the nominating com-
mittee. A delegate stood up to criticize Beerman for his stance on Israel, which 
prompted another delegate to cast Rabbi Kahn as a tool of the establishment. After 
more debate, a secret ballot vote was held, and Robert Kahn was elected vice president 
by a vote of 77 to 55.
Beerman returned from the conference in a state of shock and disappoint-
ment, averring that “I had my rabbinic nose rubbed in the dirt; I was clobbered 
in public.”53 But this disappointment hardly detoured him from jumping back into 
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the fray. He continued to agitate on behalf of important causes. For example, in 
January 1973, he joined with a number of prominent Christian leaders on “a jour-
ney for peace” in Europe. The aim was to put pressure on the Nixon administration 
in advance of the Paris peace talks, which brought a formal end to the Vietnam 
War.54 In that same year, a new voice on the American Jewish scene surfaced: 
Breira (Hebrew for “Alternative”), which called on Israel to recognize the national 
aspirations of the Palestinian people and make territorial concessions as part of an 
overall plan in favor of two states. Beerman became an active participant in the 
West Coast branch of the new group, which brought together prominent Jewish 
intellectuals and religious leaders in Los Angeles, including his close associates 
from Leo Baeck, Richard Levy (the former assistant rabbi) and Sanford Ragins 
(onetime assistant rabbi and, at that time, Leo Baeck’s associate rabbi), as well as 
Rabbi Laura Geller, Rabbi David Gordis, Rabbi Chaim Seidler-Feller, and Dr. Yoav 
Peled. Members of Breira promoted an alternative narrative and set of activities 
to the mainstream consensus of the American Jewish community.55 They were no 
longer willing to provide unquestioned support to the Israeli government, which 
made them frequent targets of denunciation by Jewish and even non-Jewish lead-
ers (such as former Vice President Spiro Agnew, who specifically attacked Breira). 
Their early advocacy of a two-state solution earned them the designation “anti-
Israel,” a label that would be frequently and unjustifiably attached to Beerman. 
Already from his first visit in 1948, he was deeply connected to the issue of Israel-
Palestine, and would remain so throughout his life. His increasingly vocal criti-
cism of Israeli treatment of Palestinians in his last decades made him a lightning 
rod in the Jewish community, with some on the far right casting him as a self-
hating Jew. As he made abundantly clear in his public speaking, Beerman was 
undaunted by his critics and continued to speak out without inhibition until his 
last sermon at Leo Baeck in 2014.56
But Beerman’s concern for the world was never confined to Jews, Israel or 
Palestinians. His close friendship with George Regas rested, in no small part, on 
their shared diagnosis of a world beset by grave challenges and their commitment 
to repair it. They appeared together frequently, including at a forum at All Saints in 
1975 to discuss the place of religion in an age of crisis. In an illuminating exchange 
that reflected their differing theological stances, Regas lamented the fact that in 
1960, 84 percent of Americans thought that religion was “an important factor in 
shaping American society,” but in 1974, that figure had plummeted to 14 percent. 
Beerman, for his part, thought that this might be a positive development in that a 
lesser role for religion could bring about greater openness and honesty in address-
ing major social issues.57 Here he was reflecting his skepticism—in the spirit of his 
intellectual hero, Spinoza—about the unequivocally beneficial effects of organized 
religion. This somewhat counterintuitive quality, especially for a rabbi—not merely 
his theological agnosticism, but his skepticism regarding religion—reflected his 
difficulty in accepting the claims of certainty, whether they were of a religious or a 
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political nature. Indeed, this skepticism was the philosophical underpinning of his 
lifelong role as dissident.
Undeterred, and perhaps even spurred on, by their differences, Beerman and 
Regas pushed forward with their shared work. In October 1979, Leo Baeck Temple 
and All Saints Church collaborated to host a joint conference attended by one 
thousand participants to protest the nuclear arms race. In framing the conference, 
George Regas declared: “Reversing the arms race with all its madness is a fun-
damental religious obligation; we cannot continue to pray for peace and pay for 
war.”58 This conference became the launchpad for the Interfaith Center to Reverse 
the Arms Race, which, with Beerman, Regas, and their friend Harold Willens as 
its driving forces, was the leading voice of protest against nuclear weapons in Los 
Angeles for a ten-year period.59 At the beginning of this period, Beerman assumed 
the presidency of the LA Board of Rabbis, which was convincing recognition of 
the fact that, in the midst of his wide-ranging advocacy beyond the Jewish com-
munity, rabbinic colleagues held him in high regard even if they did not agree 
with some of his views. Meanwhile, to his fellow Jews, he sought to cast the battle 
against nuclear proliferation as a distinctly Jewish imperative. He declared to an 
audience at a New York synagogue in 1982 that “because of our recent experience 
in history, we as a people know that the unthinkable can happen.”60
For Beerman, 1982 was a fateful year, signaling an inescapable return of focus 
to Israel. It was in the summer of that year that Israel undertook what many have 
described as its first war without a national consensus. Responding to an assassina-
tion attempt on its ambassador in London on June 3 as well as to its unstable border 
with Lebanon, Israel invaded its northern neighbor on June 6. The declared goal 
was to establish a twenty-five-mile “cordon sanitaire” north of the Israeli border, 
but Israeli defense minister Ariel Sharon, with the tacit assent of Prime Minister 
Menachem Begin, saw an opportunity to push on to Beirut and root out the 
Palestine Liberation Organization, whose headquarters were in the city and whose 
forces were scattered throughout Lebanon, including in the south near Israel. 
In the course of the Israeli invasion of Beirut, Christian forces allied with Israel 
undertook, beginning on September 16, a massacre of Palestinian civilians (with 
hundreds and perhaps thousands killed) in the Sabra and Shatila refugee camps.
Ten days later, Beerman delivered a sermon on the eve of Yom Kippur. He rec-
ognized that the role of the rabbi, at times, was like the biblical Aaron, who “took 
the gold, fashioned the calf, and gave the people exactly what they wanted.” The ani-
mating challenge of his life as a rabbi was markedly different; it was not to submit 
to the will of the people, but to “guide his congregation on the path that leads to the 
acknowledgment of moral failure, the awakening of conscience, the path that leads 
to the repentance that this day calls for.”61
He identified himself as one of the small minority of American rabbis who 
“believed, from the first day, that the war in Lebanon, the war of Begin and Sharon, 
was doomed to be a moral and political failure.” He went on to chronicle the tale 
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of carnage wrought by the invasion, refusing to soften the blow for his congre-
gants on the holy day: “340 Israeli soldiers dead; 2,078 wounded. 17,000 Lebanese 
Palestinians killed; 30,000 wounded. About 50,000 people altogether, not to men-
tion the 100,000? 200,000? 300,000? homeless.” He immediately followed up with 
a question that he would pose in slightly altered form on subsequent occasions, and 
for which he would become famous, or infamous, depending on one’s perspective: 
Figure 7. Leonard Beerman with Israeli diplomat Abba Eban (undated).
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“What kinds of Jews are these who kill and injure so many thousands and cause 
such massive destruction as a reasonable technique for carrying out policy?”62
Even before his first visit to Palestine in 1947, Beerman was unsure about the 
Zionist goal of establishing a Jewish state in which the Arab majority would 
become a subordinate minority. His time in the country, including in the Haganah, 
deepened his connection to the people and place, but also his concerns about the 
dangers of power. As a general matter, and, specifically, in his 1982 sermon, he 
resonated with the words of the iconoclastic Jewish statesman Nahum Goldmann, 
who declared that the test of our time was the proportional and moral use of 
Jewish might: “For two thousand years we were powerless as a people, and without 
power we learned how to be the best visionaries, the best dreamers, the best ideal-
ists. But without power we could not implement our visions. Now the powerless 
have become powerful.” Goldmann, and Beerman in his wake, were channeling 
a concern rooted in the Bible. What happens when “the servant comes to rule,” 
as Proverbs warned, and fails to remember the experience of subordination and 
oppression to which he was once subjected?63
Beerman had used the occasions of Israel’s previous wars to question whether 
Jewish political and military power was being used appropriately. While many 
Jews were swept up in a euphoric reverie in 1967, mesmerized by the lightning 
display of Jewish military prowess, he remained sober-minded. He recalled after 
a visit to the country following the Six-Day War that “I feel today a deep love for 
Israel, even a deep yearning for Israel, and yet I do not share the intense national 
feelings.” Indeed, he could not call himself a Zionist then.64 And the subsequent 
decade and half after 1967 did not alter his decision.
Fittingly, Beerman’s message in 1982, a week and a half after Sabra and Shatila, 
was one of heshbon ha-nefesh, of moral accounting. He called out to his congregants 
on the eve of Yom Kippur to engage in repentance by supporting efforts to bring an 
end to the violence and to address both “Israeli security and Palestinian homeless-
ness.” For the remainder of his life, he would remain focused on the entwined ques-
tions of Jewish power, Israel’s well-being, and Palestinian self-determination. This 
was not a matter of abstract philosophical interest, but of intense personal responsi-
bility, which impelled him to reject the pat formulations and conformist tendencies 
of the organized American Jewish community. In 1988, after the outbreak of the first 
Intifada in the West Bank, Beerman joined a small group of academics assembled 
as the Jewish Committee on the Middle East that called for “an American Jewish 
Intifada” against the US government, American Jewish leaders, and the pro-Israel 
lobby in Washington. The group also advocated for a cut in both economic and 
military aid to Israel, which placed it well outside of the Jewish organizational main-
stream in the United States—and demonstrated Beerman’s willingness to brook 
controversy and be counted among the radicals.65
Then again, in 2006, when the Israeli military entered Lebanon a second time 
(after finally exiting from the first Lebanon War only six years earlier), Beerman 
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once more took to the pulpit on Yom Kippur to discuss the unfolding conflict. He 
acknowledged that he had stood in the same place at Leo Baeck, discussing a simi-
lar issue, twenty-four years earlier. The struggle that mattered most to him, he said,
is one taking place within Israel and within us as American Jews. It is a struggle for 
the heart and soul, one that has been taking place in Israel from its very beginning, 
and certainly since 1967, when it conquered all of the territory between the Jordan 
and the sea. So it has become a struggle about the future of Israel as a moral state.66
Beerman evinced no trace of romanticism for Israel’s military foe in Lebanon, the 
Shiite Islamic group Hezbollah. And yet, the task at hand, on this Yom Kippur, 
was to look inside oneself, to examine one’s own self. The obstacle to doing so, his 
friend the renowned Protestant minister William Sloane Coffin once said, was “the 
sin of self-righteousness.” Beerman quoted Coffin, who admonished: “If only we 
wouldn’t go on using the conspicuous wrong-doing of our adversaries as a means 
of nourishing our own self-righteousness, instead of permitting the wrongs to 
deepen our awareness that we are all in need of some repentance, some humility.”67
It was this aversion to self-righteousness that Leonard Beerman constantly 
sought to inculcate in himself and others. It was the essential prerequisite, in 
Levinasian terms, to turning to face the other.68 It was this fundamental ethical 
principle that allowed Beerman to reach out, as a Jewish leader, to Palestinians well 
before such a step became somewhat normalized in the Oslo peace process. As 
early as the mid-1980s, he met with Palestinian leader Yasir Arafat in Jordan.69 And 
at the local level, he routinely reached out to Muslim colleagues, who may well 
have had a different view of Israel-Palestine than most American Jews, including 
in some instances, him. In fact, Beerman called attention in his 2006 Yom Kippur 
sermon to his colleague of twenty years, Dr. Maher Hathout (1936–2015), a leading 
Muslim intellectual in Los Angeles and chairman of the Islamic Center of Southern 
California. Notwithstanding the fact that many Jews harbored unfounded suspi-
cions of Dr. Hathout, particularly after 9/11, Beerman, along with George Regas, 
forged a powerful interfaith alliance with him. In doing so, he sought to model the 
importance not only of refusing to succumb to the political passions and preju-
dices of the day, but also of extending a hand in friendship to the beleaguered in 
times of crisis. The three men worked on many causes together, from homeless-
ness to immigrants’ rights to peace in the Middle East (as reflected in their work 
in founding the LA-based Abrahamic Faiths Peacemaking Initiative). Beerman, 
for his part, always felt a special affinity for Muslims committed to social justice, 
and was honored for his interfaith leadership by the local Muslim Public Affairs 
Council in 2013.
Leonard Beerman’s natural allies in the Los Angeles area were progressives 
of faith, people such as Jim Lawson, George Regas, Ed Bacon, Maher Hathout, 
and Laila and Salam al-Marayati, who came from religious traditions other than 
Judaism. At a national level, he made common cause with prominent Christian 
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leaders such as Bill Coffin, Harvey Cox, and Jesse Jackson. In fact, Beerman traveled 
to the Middle East with Jackson and other clerics in 2002, meeting there with Yasir 
Arafat a second time. Beerman’s ecumenism and spirit of engagement extended to 
those with whom he disagreed. He was never afraid of hearing or exposing oth-
ers to divergent ideas. He engaged in an annual ritual with a Leo Baeck congre-
gant, the well-known Los Angeles lawyer Bruce Ramer, who typically disagreed 
with the tenor and substance of Beerman’s sermons, especially when they dealt 
with Israel. Ramer, as we see in “Exchange of Letters with Bruce Ramer,” would 
write an admiring but highly critical letter to Beerman outlining his disagreement; 
Beerman would write back, affirming both his stance and his respect for Ramer. 
This openness to divergence extended to the pulpit at Leo Baeck, which welcomed 
a diverse range of opinions.
Beerman’s unique ability to combine politics and the prophetic imperative 
made him a sought-after leader for many groups. He served as a board member of 
organizations dealing with civil rights, human rights, homelessness, Jewish social 
justice, the Israeli-Palestine conflict, and the death penalty.70 On the occasion of his 
retirement from Leo Baeck in 1986, after thirty-seven years as the congregation’s 
rabbi, he did not step back for a second from public engagements, but redoubled 
Figure 8. Leonard Beerman with Yasir Arafat (undated).
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his commitment to activism. By this point, his manifold contributions were widely 
recognized. Accolades came his way from obvious and less obvious quarters, 
including three honorary doctorates, the first from his alma mater Hebrew Union 
College (1974) and two from small liberal arts colleges on the East Coast, Lafayette 
College (2001) and Washington & Jefferson College (2007). The commendation 
from Washington & Jefferson read: “You have shown that religion and faith do not 
have to divide. You have reached across theological lines to work with Christians, 
Jews, and Muslims in solving our most pressing social problems. You are an exam-
ple to us all.”71 Leonard Beerman was indeed seen by many as a model of passion, 
eloquence, and, above all, courage. And as he advanced in age, his sharp-edged 
critique lost none of its potency.
In going about his work, Beerman drew deep inspiration from the words of the 
great British philosopher Bertrand Russell:
Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly strong, have governed my life: the  longing 
for love, the search for knowledge, and unbearable pity for the suffering of mankind. 
These passions, like great winds, have blown me hither and thither, in a wayward 
course, over a deep ocean of anguish, reaching to the very verge of despair.72
Figure 9. Leonard Beerman with Rev. George Regas and Dr. Hassan Hathout, brother of Dr. 
Maher Hathout (undated).
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This aphoristic statement fairly sums up Leonard Beerman’s life philosophy. His 
thirst for knowledge and compassion for human suffering were fueled by his 
boundless love. This love was both universal and deeply personal. Beerman loved 
humanity in all its wild diversity. He loved his friends, of whom he had legions. He 
was particularly close to the members of his “Tuesday Knights” men’s club, which 
met every week for forty years; the group included prominent LA figures such as 
George Regas, Stanley Sheinbaum, Harold Willens, Fred Nicholas, Dick Gunther, 
and Mike Farrell.73 These men were not only friends, but partners on a range of 
social justice causes. He was especially close to Sheinbaum, the well-known pro-
gressive activist and philanthropist, with whom he joined forces for a half century 
of activism on issues ranging from racial and economic justice at home to Jewish 
outreach to the Palestinians abroad.
Leonard Beerman found love of a more intimate, familial nature, in his first 
wife, Martha, with whom he had three daughters, Judith, Eve, and Elizabeth. 
Figure 10. Leonard Beerman with Rev. Jesse Jackson (undated).
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He had the great fortune to find love a second time, following Martha’s death in 
1986, when he met Dr. Joan Willens, whom he married in 1988. He often chose to 
express his love for others in poetry, not his own, but drawn from his vast reposi-
tory of knowledge, samples of which he would often bring and declaim at a lunch 
or dinner. He was a dedicated and ceaseless student of poetry, who, even in his last 
days, drew succor from having it recited to him.
Figure 11. Announcement of award to Leonard Beerman from Levantine Cultural Center (2012).
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In the final months of his life, as he recognized that his powers were wan-
ing, Beerman doubled down on his core commitments, to his family, to his close 
friends, and to the causes that burned so passionately within him. When he rose on 
the morning of October 4, 2014, to deliver his annual Yom Kippur address at Leo 
Baeck Temple, he had a clear sense that it might well be his last address there. For 
weeks before, he struggled over the phrasing of the sermon, even breaking from 
his decades-long practice by discussing it with a small handful of confidants before 
Yom Kippur. The subject was, tragically for him, a recurrent one: an Israeli military 
conflict, this time with Palestinians in the Gaza Strip in the summer of 2014. After 
opening with a refrain from W. H. Auden about being forgotten that he frequently 
quoted, he declared:
And, here we are again, you and I. Another Yom Kippur. Another time to reflect on 
our lives and consider again who it is that we are and what we have become. Another 
Yom Kippur, another time to think seriously about whether there is anything in the 
way we are living that needs to be mended.
Another Yom Kippur. Another war in Gaza. The outrages perpetrated by Hamas, 
the thousands of rockets deployed, thousands of Israelis rushing for shelters, living in 
fear, the many Hamas tunnels burrowing their way into the borders of Israel.
Another Yom Kippur. Another 500 children of Gaza killed by the Israel Defense 
Forces, with callous disregard for their lives. I had thought about using the word 
“slaughtered” for what I was really feeling, and I lingered over it, wondering whether 
it was too provocative.74
Figure 12. Leonard and Joan Beerman getting booked after arrest at “Justice for Janitors” 
protest in Los Angeles (2000).
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Never one to shy away from provocation in the name of moral awakening, Beerman 
plunged in by excoriating the warring sides, and particularly the Israelis, for the 
unconscionable loss of children’s lives. Drawing on a characteristically wide range of 
sources, including George Regas, the Japanese novelist Haruki Murakami, the Israelis 
Amos Oz and David Grossman, the American James Agee, and his own colleague 
at Leo Baeck, Rabbi Ken Chasen, Beerman returned again and again to the refrain: 
“Another Yom Kippur, another war in Gaza.” He quoted the statement of principles 
that a small group of LA Jewish intellectuals had forged in opposition to the Gaza war, 
duly mindful of the fact that they were outliers in the organized Jewish community.75
There must have been a certain feeling of frustration and even despair as Leonard 
Beerman faced his congregants on the holiest day of the Jewish year, knowing that 
it might well be for the last time. After sixty-five years as a rabbi, he was address-
ing an all-too-common theme—violence and destruction through military force, 
made more poignant and painful by the fact that the greatest amount of destruc-
tion in this case came at the hands of the Jewish state. Neither flinching nor fading, 
Beerman once again assumed the role of eternal dissident, preaching a sermon 
that precious few of his colleagues the world over would dare to deliver.
His words were not nor could they be singularly negative. For all of his aware-
ness of the human potential “to hurt and be hurt,” he never lost faith in the poten-
tial for human good.76 And so he concluded his Yom Kippur 2014 sermon, and 
parted from his congregation, with these words:
Another Yom Kippur. It has come to us to remind us that our world, you and I, need 
desperately to be mended. Our world needs troubled people, Jews even, men and 
women who care, men and women who are not ashamed to be sensitive and tender. 
And our world needs men and women who have the courage to be afraid, afraid of all 
those forces which have removed our own humanity. And we need men and women 
who can resist all those, friends and enemies, who seek to prevent us from seeing the 
utter uniqueness and irreplaceability of our own and others’ souls, and in the warmth 
we gain in joining souls together.77
When he finished speaking, the congregants of Leo Baeck Temple slowly rose, row 
by row, to applaud their founding rabbi for the first standing ovation in his career 
as a sermonizer. It was an acknowledgment not only of the courage of his sermon 
that day, but of the remarkable impact of his sixty-five year career. Beerman, for his 
part, would later say: “If this was in fact my last sermon, well, I spoke my truth.”78
• • •
As one can easily gather from the extraordinary quality of his sermons, Leonard 
Beerman was a great writer as well as a spellbinding speaker. But he authored no 
books and in fact harbored the view that he wasn’t a very good writer. There was in 
Leonard Beerman something of the lifelong yeshiva student who felt incapable of 
writing anything because his mastery of the Talmud was not yet complete.
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This was no instance of false modesty. It was a heartfelt sense of inadequacy. 
And it was jarring to encounter, given how powerful Leonard’s words and deeds 
were. For several years, I had encouraged him to collect his sermons and publish 
them as a book; others had been making the same request years earlier. Leonard 
deferred, going so far as to question—to the utter incredulity of his listener—
whether he had a body of work worthy of leaving behind. Only in the last few 
months of his life did he assent to working together or allowing someone else to 
collect his sermons.
This book is the result of that work of collection. Leonard left behind some 
eighty-three ring binders of sermons collected by year. The material was organized 
reasonably well, which is to say that the sermons were largely in correct chrono-
logical order in the binders and sometimes included information about the date 
and occasion on which a particular sermon was delivered. Other writings, letters, 
and organizational documents could be found in files in filing cabinets, which, 
like the binders, were located in Leonard’s beautifully appointed loft-study on the 
second floor of the home he shared with Joan and their dog, Charlie.
Selecting items for inclusion in this volume was no simple task. One is struck 
both by the remarkable range of Leonard’s interests, reading, and sermonic themes 
as well as by a certain amount of repetition, unavoidable for a pulpit rabbi. This 
volume has attempted to offer a window into the thought and passions of Leonard 
Beerman by providing a sense of chronological development within distinct the-
matic categories. It begins in part 1 with Leonard’s first major address, his “Chapel 
Sermon” at HUC in October 1948, and concludes in part 5 with his final Leo Baeck 
sermon in October 2014. Part 2, following the “Chapel Sermon,” offers an introduc-
tion to some of Leonard’s main intellectual inspirations. Part 3 deals with questions 
of faith and doubt, recurrent concerns for a lifelong rabbi who considered himself 
an agnostic. Part 4 includes selected sermons and writings on the social justice 
issues that were so central to Leonard’s rabbinic vision. And part 5 traces the arc of 
Leonard’s thinking and preaching about Israel-Palestine, the issue that vexed him 
like no other over the course of his life. A list of his own sayings that Leonard felt 
worthy of preservation and consulted and copied from time to time is included 
following part 5. The list is a fine summation of the ‘ikarim, the guiding principles, 
of his lifework.79
Leonard Beerman was a great believer in the therapeutic power of dialogue. In 
evocation of that commitment, this volume seeks to preserve a dialogic quality. 
Each of the major pieces of writing is accompanied by a short commentary (usu-
ally 250 words or so) written by a friend and colleague of Leonard’s. Many of the 
commentators are well-known activists or thinkers in their own right, though for 
the purposes of this volume, all are profound admirers of Leonard Beerman.
I am very much that myself. I met Leonard Beerman shortly after moving to 
Los Angeles in 1988. We encountered each other as fellow travelers at gatherings 
of progressive Jews, acknowledging the other as a person of interest to get to know. 
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From early on, I recognized in him a rare mix of qualities: brilliant yet modest, a 
deep thinker and a tireless activist, and so very literate. Over the last decade of 
Leonard’s life, we got to know each other much better; our wives became close, 
and our families were entwined. Leonard became, at once, an exemplar of good-
ness, a teacher, a comrade, and a dear friend. It was one of the great gifts of my life 
to have had the privilege to know and draw inspiration from him. This book is a 
modest gift in return to him—the eternal dissident, one of the great figures in the 
American rabbinate in the latter half of the twentieth century and a person who 









This first selection was Leonard Beerman’s public debut as a preacher. Each graduat-
ing rabbinical student at the Hebrew Union College in Cincinnati, the seminary of 
the Reform movement, was required to deliver a “Chapel Sermon.” Beerman began 
his talk by demonstrating his interpretive abilities, offering an explication of the bibli-
cal story of the garden of Eden. On his reading, which is informed by a deep interest 
in psychology, Adam is trapped between a sense of freedom gained by disobeying 
God’s word and a tremulous fear of standing naked in the shadow of God’s judgment. 
Beerman analogized this condition to modern man, who was caught between the 
gratification of material possessions and the sobering realization that he could not 
exert ultimate control over his physical surroundings Beerman introduced a theme 
that would reappear throughout his writings in the 1950s: that Communism and the 
Soviet Union were not the source of evil in American society. In the early years of 
the Cold War, as Americans, in general, and American Jews, in particular, were in 
the throes of anti-Communist fervor, the soon-to-be rabbi revealed more than a little 
courage by challenging this growing tendency in American society. In the next breath, 
he called out the lack of intellectual discernment of his fellow American Jews, as well 
as some of the theological presuppositions of neo-orthodox Protestant theologians. 
Rather than conclude his sermon on a pessimistic note, Beerman ended it by remind-
ing his audience of the enduring moral vocation of the Jewish people, borne of Adam’s 
original sin in the garden of Eden. “Israel,” he declared, “is the eternal dissident, the 
great disobedient child of history.”
There was once a time when children were supposed to be seen and not heard. 
Thanks to the contributions of modern psychology, however, our ideas have 
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suffered an alteration and while we do not go so far as to believe that a child who 
isn’t permitted to smash everything he gets his hands on will grow up into an 
inhibited lunatic determined to smash everything in the world, we have learned 
that children must have free expression and that we should not expect a child to 
respond to his parents’ commands like a well-geared machine. With all our erudi-
tion, disobedient children still create a problem and, in fact, are quite common-
place. But the classic story of disobedience is not found in any of the modern texts 
nor in any of the publications of a Spock or Gesell. It is rather to be found in the 
early chapters of the first book of our Bible.
Far removed as the writers of the story of the Garden of Eden may have been 
from a Sigmund Freud, they achieved nonetheless an amazing insight into human 
behavior. Man had been placed by God in this precious garden. He had been given 
a wife as a help-meet, and they lived together in harmony with each other, with 
nature, and with God. There was supreme peace for Adam, and, according to one 
version of the tale, no necessity to work. Man appeared to live an ideal kind of exis-
tence as a plaything of his Creator, who, in this very primitive picture of the Deity, 
came at the cool of the day to play with his children in their beautiful garden. But 
with all his privileges, man commits the supreme act of rebellion or disobedience. 
Figure 13. Leonard Beerman (second from left in the second row) at Hebrew Union College 
graduation (1949).
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He eats of the prohibited tree, the one thing denied him, and the overwhelming 
consequences of his act strike him with the suddenness of the wind that came up 
to cool him each day.
For Scripture states: “And the eyes of both of them were opened, and they knew 
that they were naked; and they sewed fig leaves together and made themselves 
girdles. And they heard the voice of the Lord God walking in the garden toward 
the cool of the day; and the man and his wife hid themselves from the presence of 
the Lord God amongst the trees of the garden.”1
Adam understood what had happened. It was more than acting against God’s 
command. He had actually severed the umbilical cord. Up to this moment in time 
he had been like a newborn child, who, though biologically separated from its 
mother through the process of birth, remained fundamentally one with her and 
dependent upon her for its existence for a long period of time. So Adam had been 
dependent upon his Creator and the Garden of Eden had given him security, a 
feeling of belonging, and a feeling of being rooted. Like a child he had been fon-
dled by God and cared for. And yet he was not free any more than an infant is 
free. Yes, there had been no necessity to work. True, God had once flattered him 
by allowing him to give names to the beasts of the field, but actually there was not 
even a necessity to think. That tree in the middle of the garden, that tree which he 
had been forbidden to touch—that was the symbol of his lack of freedom. And 
with one touch of his hand he had committed—not sin, no, he had not sinned. 
God would punish him now. God would cast him out of Paradise—but he had not 
sinned. God would proclaim war between man and woman and man and nature. 
He, man, would work now, and sweat, which he had never felt, would roll from his 
face, and thorns and thistles would bar his way—but he had not committed sin—
he had committed the first act of freedom. He had become human by becoming 
an individual, by tearing himself out of infancy, by breaking through his state of 
harmony with nature. Yes, he was free now but the freedom appeared as a curse, 
and although he was no longer a child, neither was he a man. He was free from the 
sweet bondage of paradise but he was not free to realize his individuality or even 
to govern himself. He had been released to another kind of bondage—the bond-
age of helplessness. He had lost the meaning of his existence and, being uprooted, 
could not find it in these new surroundings. He had taken only one bite of rea-
son. Perhaps he had sinned after all. Ochal mimenu he ate of it. He should have 
devoured every bit of it—for now he could not cope with this new station in life—
he was alone, naked, and ashamed; he was powerless and afraid.
The position of man today is somewhat akin to his ancient progenitor. Modern 
man, by virtue of eating of the tree of knowledge, has built a material world, which 
surpasses the most fantastic utopias. He has harnessed physical energies, which 
would enable the human race to secure the material conditions necessary for a 
dignified and productive existence—and now in the moment of his greatest great-
ness, at a time when he seems to have gained his freedom from all the tyrannies of 
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nature—he, like Adam, feels his freedom to be a curse. In the process of advance-
ment he discovers that he had produced a world so vast, and so complicated, as to 
be wholly unmanageable. He had not eaten enough of the tree of knowledge for 
he sees a world in chaos and cannot produce the light to interrupt it. His power 
over nature has reached his greatest proportions and yet he feels powerless in his 
individual life and in society. All of his accomplishments sit blushing in his face 
and a sense of futility overcomes him. He is powerless and afraid and would wish 
to hide himself if he could amongst the trees of his universe. And thus he poses our 
problem, our challenge, and our goal: to find a sense of purpose, a sense of human 
dignity in the changed and different world in which we live.
The reality of our own feelings of insecurity is a factor that many of us, for good 
reasons, prefer to ignore. But there are moments, perhaps when we lean upon the 
sills of evening, when the cool drafts of truth chill our minds. Quite fortuitously we 
become aware that we live in a strange, impersonal world. We need only recall the 
events of the period still fresh in our thoughts to discover that these events were 
strangely removed from their causes and wrapped in remote confusion. 365 days of 
the year we have consumed the news printed and broadcasted of drug affiliations, 
ax-murderers, police beatings, lynching, stonings, riots, revolutions, tortures, and 
sodomies—and they are as meaningless to us as the great disorders of nature, the 
hurricanes and earthquakes over which we have no control. Even the thoughts we 
have are as impersonal and mechanical as the world we live in. The art we enjoy is a 
mechanical vocabulary of electrically animated images without touch or smell, or 
electrically vibrated words only recently endowed with faces and bodies. We have 
watched wars precipitated without the motion or the knowledge or the consent of 
the millions of people who will be caught up in them, and today we see the nations 
heading for a battle arena from which not even the strongest may emerge alive. 
There seems no place to make a stand, nothing for us as individuals to do about it. 
A nerveless sense of fatality occupies our subconscious and we feel that this is our 
destiny and destiny is being imposed upon us. It is true we are richer and stronger 
as a nation than we have ever been. Our national income is far above the figure 
economists once dismissed as fantastic, and our military strength is supported, for 
the moment at least, by a monopoly on the most formidable weapons ever devised 
by man. But strangely enough, these facts do not bring us much comfort for they 
are coupled in America with a peculiar demand for conformity and national dis-
cipline. We are supposed to believe, at the risk of disloyalty, that if there were no 
Russia and if there were no Communists, all the problems with which we and the 
world are troubled would vanish—and this thought is supposed to possess the 
validity of a geometric axiom. A tiny nibble at the tree of knowledge reminds us 
that before Marx, Lenin, Stalin, and the Soviet Union there were wars and depres-
sion and insecurity and fear, and we might even be led to conclude, at the risk of 
being un-American, that the problems we face are much more deeply rooted than 
we are supposed to believe and that the fault is not only in the Russians but also 
in ourselves. The antagonism against Communism here and against Capitalism 
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abroad is not really an affirmation of a faith in either one of them; it is nothing 
more than the expression of our mutual fears and frustrations, which stand like 
double-tongued adders barring the path to peace.
“Israel is the heart of all the nations,” in the words of Yehudah Halevi, the heart 
that suffers whenever any part of the body is ill. For the Jew, the words “suffering,” 
“fear,” “insecurity,” are weak symbols of the terrible frustration which have become 
a part of us and our brethren. It seemed for a time that our collective agony was 
more than we could bear. The enormity of the crime against our people is but an 
element of this feeling and if the Christians really believe that the body of Jesus is 
wounded each time a man wounds his fellow, his body must indeed look some-
thing like the picture of Dorian Gray. These are not new things with us—there is a 
crimson cord of blood that knits our history and makes it whole. Whatever comfort 
we derive from the victory of our people in Palestine and the fulfillment of their 
dreams, we cannot ignore the simple fact that a dream doesn’t come true of itself—
it takes work and much effort and still more pain. If the Jews of the new Israel have 
shown us that it is not nobler in the mind to suffer the slings and arrows of outra-
geous fortune but rather by opposing them to end them, their success only gives 
us pause to meditate on our own weaknesses. We are great as a defensive team. We 
can amass millions to help others fight battles and even live in decency, and we 
should not detract from this virtue of ours. But what positive virtue can we show 
world Jewry? Have we, even we, progressive Jews, produced an American Judaism 
dynamic and sustaining? Have we yet been able to attain that goal for which we 
strive—the harmonious blending of the best of the old with the best of the new? A 
casual visit to the Jewish State will only confirm us in our doubts as to the glories of 
Judaism and Jewish life in America. In our efforts to assume the coloration of the 
society in which we live, haven’t we produced a generation that has lost that sense of 
intellectual discrimination that made the Jew a civilized being whether in Imperial 
Rome, the Church, or the Mosque dominated society? We remember that Philo the 
Jew lived in Alexandria but he was not a ger, a stranger in the land. He borrowed 
generously from the culture of his time and simultaneously maintained his identity 
with Jewish tradition, and the same may be said for Maimonides and Mendelssohn 
at a later date. Our own failings are quite obvious and the huge controversies that 
rage in contemporary Jewish thought give subtle confirmation to them.
There is a good reason to be apprehensive, but we need not drown ourselves 
in the current of our times. It never was, and neither is it today, wise or desirable 
to borrow everything from the environment, and so we need not succumb to our 
feelings of weakness. It is true, the time is short and the work may be great, but we 
are not free to desist from it. The whole burden of the community, we are taught, 
rests upon us. Wherever there be wrongs, we must intervene, we must raise our 
voice in protest. There are apostles of degradation among us; among them the neo-
orthodox Protestant thinkers and their secular comrades, the men of the “New 
Look” that is not new. They come to us with the face of innocence and call us broth-
ers and friends. See, they say, man is naked and ashamed and powerless—and we 
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agree. See, they say, quoting the words of a New England Primer, in Adam’s fall we 
sinned all. Man is evil; the world is set against him in eternal conflict; man must 
bow in submission. And then we understand that they are our enemies, as old as 
Time, that they are not our brothers and our friends, and we protest. True, we may 
be powerless, but our lives are not so cheap, nor our existence so meaningless, that 
we will tutor ourselves to this submission; there are none of us so base or cruel that 
we shall not protest. Adam’s was the first act of freedom, and we are here, every one 
of us, to make that freedom real, to restore man to dignity. We will eat more and 
more and more at the tree of knowledge of ourselves, our society and our universe 
until this is fact.
“Israel is the heart of all the nations.” Israel is the conscience, the raw, exposed 
nerve. All emotion passes through it. Israel is the eternal wanderer and sufferer, 
like man himself, fighting against thistles and thorns, shadows and abstractions. 
Israel is the eternal dissident, the great disobedient child of history. Israel is the 
servant of God, made like all men in His image, and nothing can deter him in his 
effort. The peoples will yet understand and will yet come to say:
This day we shall not be afraid, but we must be silent, for the house of Israel is 
at prayer. And its prayer is not for itself alone, but for all the children of men. We 
shall be silent, so that God may hear it. AMEN
C OMMENTARY BY R ABBI  SAMUEL KARFF
As an admirer of Leonard Beerman, I relished his “Chapel Sermon.” He reveals 
himself as a first-rate intelligence, a passionate moralist, and an elegant stylist.
Characteristically, he interprets Adam’s disobedience not as a sin but as a claim 
to his humanity. However, with freedom come overwhelming challenges and the 
threat of meaninglessness. Even as a young man, Beerman embraces his lifelong 
view that the people Israel’s role—and a major source of life’s meaning—is to com-
bat injustice and affirm the dignity of all.
Even as he celebrates Israel’s recent rebirth and the rejection of Jewish pow-
erlessness in a post-Holocaust world, Beerman anticipates challenges ahead and 
would be among the Jewish state’s loving critics when he felt the absence of a good-
faith pursuit of a two-state solution.
His sermon, delivered in the early years of the Cold War, attributes its causes not 
only to the Soviets but to our own nation. Some of his judgments in this sermon 
could stand revision in later years, including his dismissiveness toward the “realism” 
of the neo-orthodox theologians. I think of Reinhold Niebuhr, one of the more illus-
trious among them, whose realism was consistent with a robust social conscience. 
Rabbi Beerman might also have revised his blanket depreciation of the attainments 
of the American Jewish community vis-à-vis Judaism in the State of Israel.
Above all, even this early sermon reveals signs that he was destined to be one 








This address on Sigmund Freud, which appeared in draft form in Beerman’s binder 
of sermons and was likely delivered at Friday evening services at Leo Baeck Temple 
in Los Angeles, reveals the young rabbi’s capacious interest in modern intellectual 
history, as he chronicles major innovations in the West since Copernicus. History 
was one of the holy trio of disciplines, along with philosophy and literature, that 
Beerman most favored and believed to be the key to an informed and enlightened 
life. In this sermon, he focuses his attention on Freud, arguing that the Viennese 
master followed Darwin and Marx in advancing our understanding of the physical, 
social, and psychological development of humankind. In the first instance, Beerman 
was struck by Freud’s profound impact in teaching humanity “to probe for the truth 
hidden in the unconscious.” He was also drawn to Freud’s recognition of childhood as 
a self-standing stage in human development—and indeed, as the source of traits and 
conflicts that continue to shape men and women later in life. Beerman’s interest in 
Freud, which belonged to a broader interest in psychology among Jews in midcentury, 
also had a deeply personal dimension.1 He saw Freud as a man of great courage, who 
was willing to defy established norms and expectations. Moreover, he traced Freud’s 
courage “to an aspect of his Jewish inheritance,” thereby anticipating later scholarship 
that challenged an earlier claim that Freud had a diluted connection or wholly nega-
tive attitude to his Jewish identity.2
4,000 years is a relatively brief span of time in the history of man, and yet if we 
attempt to comprehend the revolutionary changes which have occurred in that 
period, our minds are almost overwhelmed. It is not only that the face of the earth 
has changed, but also that the heart and mind of the earth have changed as well.
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A little more than four hundred years ago historians refer to as the medieval 
world, a world that was closed and certain and secure. The earth, and man its finest 
creation, was the center and substance of the universe. Everything was ruled by the 
laws of God and there seemed nothing new to be discovered, no blank spaces to fill 
in. But around the year 1500 this secure and closed and unified world was broken 
asunder. Man was suddenly uprooted from his central place. Everything about him 
and even he himself suddenly became a problem, something to be questioned, some-
thing to be discovered. The first tremor to strike medieval serenity was the discovery 
by Copernicus that the sun is the center of our planetary system. This discovery has 
led to a knowledge of the skies in which the sun is only one among a million suns, 
in a galaxy that is but one of a million galaxies. Copernicus began a train of insights, 
which culminated more than four hundred years later in the theories of Einstein 
and others as to the nature of space, energy and matter. Man learned that his senses 
deceived him about the relative position of the sun and the earth, and ours deceive 
us about the physical environment, which surrounds and supports us as well.
All the new discoveries, as we reflect on them now, seemed to follow the same 
basic pattern—the desire to arrive at the forces which lay behind observable phe-
nomena. First the discoveries were about the world of nature, but gradually they 
encompassed MAN himself. Slowly men came to understand that immediate 
sensory experience, common sense, tradition—these were not guarantees of the 
truth—that to understand reality, outside and within man—we must know the 
nature and direction of forces which are not directly visible. Darwin hurt man’s 
vanity by showing how he had developed under a law of natural selection from 
distant animal backgrounds. Marx showed that man’s social systems and part of 
his thought and culture are determined by social and economic forces which oper-
ate behind his back. Then Freud completed the process by showing that the con-
scious thoughts man has about himself and about others are only a fragment of 
what goes on with him.
Freud taught us to be objective and to be humble; to be skeptical toward our 
conscious thoughts; to probe for the truth hidden in the unconscious, rather than 
to be satisfied with what we consciously believe to be true. And thus we see that 
Freud’s discoveries are part and parcel of the progress made in the past four hun-
dred or more years of seeing the world, nature, our fellowmen and ourselves as 
they are, not necessarily as we want them to be.
His ideas present such a continuing novelty and freshness that he seems to 
belong to us and to our time more intimately than to the quaint and curious world 
of the nineteenth century in which he was born and against which he rebelled. His 
ideas have established themselves so very firmly in our culture. It is not only that 
the modern practice of psychiatry is chiefly based upon them. His ideas have had 
a decisive influence upon our theories of education and child-rearing. They are of 
importance to anthropology, sociology, literary criticism. Even religion has taken 
account of them.
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There is hardly an area of human experience which has not been touched and 
transformed by ideas which emanated from his work. There is hardly a Broadway 
play or even lowly soap opera which does not make use of some Freudian idea 
which the audience can be counted on to comprehend. Freudian terms are now 
part of our thought. We all, at one time or another, look for motivations, compen-
sations, repressions, inner conflicts, anxieties, neuroses, and when someone has a 
headache, even before we give the aspirin, we ask what’s troubling you.
And yet behind all of these words and concepts, used and misused, was a man, 
a human being, a profound and remarkable human being. And if we go back to 
his works we are struck by the original power and force of his ideas, whether 
we accept, modify, or reject them. He was a man of courage, for the ideas that 
we accept so glibly today met with powerful resistance when first offered to the 
world. For the publication of his sexual theories, he was branded as filthy and 
immoral and had to suffer ten years of organized professional isolation. The cour-
age and stamina to withstand this kind of rebuff Freud attributed to an aspect of 
his Jewish inheritance. The passion of his ancestors, he called it, who defended 
their Temple.
He was a Jew, sensitive and aware of his Jewishness. He was not an observant, 
religious Jew in the commonplace use of that term anti-Semitism. Freud and Jung 
(Abraham)3
And yet in the sense that we use the term religious, Freud was a profoundly 
religious man. The whole purpose of his work was to enable man to see the truth 
about himself, to enable man to love, to become a free and responsible human 
being, to help men to find out who they were, to find themselves when they had 
become lost.
He was the first to conceive of human happiness and unhappiness as being 
matters of scientific research, whereas previous[ly] these had been left to the phi-
losophers and theologians. In a sense he gave a scientific framework to the high-
est and noblest elements of religious aspiration. And yet because he experienced 
only authoritarian and dogmatic religion in his own lifetime, he saw religion at its 
worst, and understood [it] entirely as a force which prevented the full realization 
of man’s capacities.
It would be impossible for me, a layman in this field, to attempt a discourse 
on Freud’s scientific contributions, or even to deal properly with elements of his 
thought I personally view critically. But one aspect of his discovery I should like 
to mention, because I feel it is unassailable and because I feel it means so much 
for the advancement of civilization. That has to do with the importance of child-
hood as constituting the formative years of an individual’s development. The idea, 
the insight, first advanced by Freud, that whenever in the formative years of a 
person’s life, an intense emotional conflict is left unresolved, it does not disappear, 
but remains as a festering element that later takes the form of a severe emotional 
disturbance, or of a pervasive uneasiness in the handling of life.
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What this insight comes to, is that an individual does not grow beyond a prob-
lem that has deep significance for him, until he understands it, accommodates his 
life to it, or resolves it entirely. By focusing our attention on the needs of the child 
as well as the dangers that beset the path of emotional maturation, Freud brought 
about a seriousness about how life should develop . . . Impt. insight.
World of technologies miracles, battle over nature won
Inner life, disharmonies, war,4
C OMMENTARY BY PROFESSOR PETER LOEWENBERG
In what appears to have been a sermon on the centenary of Freud’s birth, it is 
clear that Rabbi Leonard Beerman, whom I knew as “Lenny,” “gets” Freud and his 
role in our culture. Freud was a famous twentieth-century atheist who knew and 
rejected “authoritarian and dogmatic religion.” Lenny adopts Freud’s explanation 
of blows to Man’s narcissism by Copernicus, Darwin, and himself. His insight, 
which shook civilization, was that our ego is not the master of our minds—Man 
does not control his inner world (Standard Edition, 16:284–85; 17:139–42). Lenny 
was elegantly appreciative of Freud’s discovery of the importance of childhood and 
the imprint of the formative years of life on later development.
In his daily life and actions Lenny lived his principles of social justice and 
racial equality. I encountered Lenny in my first year at UCLA in 1965–1966. A 
call came to the History Department from Martin Luther King Jr.’s Southern 
Christian Leadership Conference (SCLC) asking for tutors to prepare the African 
American children of Grenada, a city in north-central Mississippi, who were far 
behind educationally, for school integration. We put together an interracial team 
of ten tutors to teach history, government, English, math, science, art, and dance. I 
called on Lenny, whom I knew had marched in Selma, for financial aid in meeting 
our expenses for travel and teaching resources. He secured the substantial sum 
of $1,000 from his congregant, Dr. Leonard Comess, a psychoanalyst. When he 




Three Passions in Life
Rabbi Beerman retained this fragment from the philosopher Bertram Russell’s auto-
biography on a typed piece of paper on his desk. He kept it close to him because it 
embodied three of his animating passions in life: love, knowledge, and concern for 
the suffering of others. Beerman was a deeply devoted family man and friend whose 
patience and loyalty were legendary. He also was a ceaselessly curious intellectual who 
loved to engage in rigorous debate. And perhaps his most profound sense of service 
in life was to alleviate the suffering of others. In this sense, the excerpt from Russell 
represented a life credo parallel to—and even in lieu of—the well-known refrain from 
the Ethics of the Fathers (Pirke Avot 1:2) that “the world rests upon three things, 
Torah, avodah (worship), and gemilut hasadim (deeds of loving-kindess).” Indeed, 
Beerman was as informed by contemporary literary and philosophical sources as he 
was by classical Jewish texts and precepts.
Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly strong, have governed my life: the 
longing for love, the search for knowledge, and unbearable pity for the suffering of 
mankind. These passions, like great winds, have blown me hither and thither, in a 
wayward course, over a deep ocean of anguish, reaching to the very verge of despair.
I have sought love, first, because it brings ecstasy—ecstasy so great that I would 
often have sacrificed all the rest of life for a few hours of this joy. I have sought it, 
next, because it relieves loneliness—that terrible loneliness in which one shivering 
consciousness looks over the rim of the world into the cold unfathomable lifeless 
abyss. I have sought it, finally, because in the union of love I have seen, in a mystic 
miniature, the prefiguring vision of the heaven that saints and poets have imag-
ined. This is what I sought, and though it might seem too good for human life, this 
is what—at last—I have found.
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With equal passion I have sought knowledge. I have wished to understand the 
hearts of men. I have wished to know why the stars shine. And I have tried to 
apprehend the Pythagorean power by which number holds sway above the flux. A 
little of this, but not much, I have achieved.
Love and knowledge, so far as they were possible, led upward toward the heav-
ens. But always pity brought me back to the earth. Echoes of cries of pain reverber-
ate in my heart. Children in famine, victims tortured by oppressors, helpless old 
people a hated burden to their sons, and the whole world of loneliness, poverty, 
and pain make a mockery of what human life should be. I long to alleviate the evil, 
but I cannot, and I too suffer.
This has been my life. I have found it worth living, and would gladly live it again 
if the chance were offered me.
C OMMENTARY BY DR .  JOAN BEERMAN
These were the first words Leonard read to me in the earliest days of our loving each 
other. He was introducing himself with words that he cherished—that touched his 
soul. Not until later did I speculate as to why someone else’s words, rather than his 
own, seemed to him better able to reveal his deepest self. For they do, of course. He 
could have written those words himself, and anyone who knew him would have 
agreed that these were his values, his yearnings, and his joy.
Language had such great power for Leonard, and he labored hard over every 
elegant and stirring word he chose. But I suspect that he never fully understood his 
extraordinary gift, and so preferred to present himself to me—as a loving man, as 
a questing man, as a Jew—through the words of Bertrand Russell.
When, many months later, I first heard Leonard’s own words in a Yom Kippur 
sermon, I was awed. I had never heard someone speak with such passion, turning 
the thoughts of his deep intellect and profound moral sense into poetry. What I 
learned that day, and over the years that we were together, was that Leonard did 
not need Bertrand Russell’s writings—did not need anyone else’s writings—to 
reveal himself. He was seamlessly that person—in his public life and in his private 
life: one who passionately loved, one who tried to make sense of the world, and 






Alongside his interest in history and philosophy, Beerman was a great lover of litera-
ture and a voracious reader. The demands of the rabbinate—administering, officiat-
ing, counseling, and preaching—did not prevent him from pursuing his manifold 
intellectual passions. In this sermon, Beerman shared with his audience his interest 
in the tragic figure of Franz Kafka, the great author from Prague, through the sharp 
lens of Philip Roth. Roth wrote a counterfactual essay on Kafka in 1973 in which the 
writer did not die of tuberculosis in 1924, but survived the disease—and escaped the 
scourge of Nazism by making his way to the United States in 1938. Roth conjures up 
an unlikely image of Kafka as a Hebrew teacher in Newark, the site of much of the 
action in Roth’s earlier writings. In this rendering, Kafka is no less tragic than the 
actual figure who died in Prague. The fictional Kafka is alone in the world, a misfit 
for his new vocation, and involved in a liaison that may have gone awry because 
of his behavior. Perhaps most significantly, Kafka left behind none of his writings. 
Beerman, for his part, raised the unsettling proposition that had the real Kafka not 
died prematurely, perhaps the author would have followed through on his desire to 
burn his literary corpus in toto. Beerman frequently returned to Kafka throughout 
his career. Whereas other rabbis drew inspiration from biblical or rabbinic charac-
ters, Beerman found something consoling in Kafka, and, to a great extent, Roth, who 
understand well and represent the deep tensions that define the modern Jewish and 
human conditions.
In his earliest stories, written when he was in his twenties, Philip Roth attempted 
to transform into fiction something of the small world in which he had spent 
the earliest years of his life in Newark, N.J. Roth drew from the experience of his 
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highly self-conscious Jewish neighborhood, a neighborhood squeezed like some 
embattled little nation in among ethnic rivals and antagonists, groups of people 
proud, ambitious, xenophobic, and baffled about being fused into a melting pot. 
It was here—this little Israel in Newark, so much like a volatile Middle East—to 
which Roth turned for the material of his beginning writing career. Out of such 
experience came the highly acclaimed Goodbye Columbus, and, ten years later, 
when he returned to the same neighborhood of desire and confusion, his contro-
versial Portnoy’s Complaint.
In some of these stories, the earlier ones, Roth departed from the customary 
stories of Jewish life on which he and many readers like ourselves had been raised. 
Instead of telling of a Jew who is persecuted by a Gentile because he is a Jew—a 
subject treated in such books as a Gentleman’s Agreement by Laura Hobson, in 
Focus by Arthur Miller and in some of the works of Bellow and Malamud—in 
[his] stories [Roth] told about a Jew persecuted for being a Jew by another Jew. 
In so doing he turned the subject of anti-Semitism somewhat on its head, so that 
in writing of the harassment of a Jew by a Jew rather than Jew by Gentile he was 
pressing Jewish readers to alter an entire system of responses to so-called “Jewish 
fiction.” Small wonder that Roth was accused of anti-Semitism and self-hatred. 
It was almost too much to expect that only fourteen years after Buchenwald and 
Auschwitz, with a great many people still frozen with horror by the Nazi slaughter 
of European Jewry simply too much to ask people to consider, with ironic detach-
ment or comic amusement, the internal politics of Jewish life. It was indeed, in 
most instances, asking for the impossible.
Such was the demand placed upon readers by Roth’s story “Defender of the 
Faith” when it appeared in 1959, a story told by Nathan Marx, an army sergeant 
just rotated back to Missouri from combat duty in Germany. There, in Missouri, 
he is made first sergeant in a training company and immediately is latched on to 
by a young recruit who tries to use his attachment to the sergeant to receive kind-
ness and favors. The young recruit, Sheldon Grossbart, comes to demand not mere 
considerations but privileges to which the sergeant doesn’t think he is entitled.
Portnoy’s Complaint was a great hit and a great scandal. Going wild in public—
that’s what Portnoy did—was the last thing in the world that a Jew was expected 
to do by himself, by his family, by his fellow Jews and by the larger community 
of non-Jews. Jews were simply not expected to make a spectacle of themselves. 
Portnoy was seen by many Jewish critics as the crudest and most venerable ste-
reotype of anti-Semitic love, displaying, said another, a fanaticism in the hatred of 
things Jewish.
Four years after Portnoy, in the year 1973, Roth published in American Review, 
volume 17, an essay on Franz Kafka, written with much sympathy and apprecia-
tion, written as he looked at a photograph of Kafka at the age of forty in 1924, 
the year Kafka died. Kafka’s face in the photo is sharp and skeletal, pronounced 
cheekbones, a familiar Jewish flare in the bridge of his nose, and on his face a gaze 
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of startled composure, full of fear, full of control. “Skulls, chiseled like this one,” 
Roth wrote, “were shoveled by the thousands from the ovens; had he [Kafka] lived, 
his would have been among them, along with the skulls of his three younger sis-
ters.” Kafka died too soon for the holocaust. Had he lived, perhaps he would have 
escaped with his good friend Max Brod who found refuge in Palestine. Had he 
lived, perhaps his books would never have been published, for he had ordered his 
friend Brod to dispose of them at his death—Kafka may have destroyed them him-
self. But had he lived, had he come to America in 1938, he would have been a frail 
bookish fifty-five-year-old bachelor, formerly a lawyer for a government insurance 
firm in Prague, retired on a pension in Berlin—the author of a few obscure stories, 
stories no one in America had ever heard of and only a handful in Europe had 
ever read.
A year before he died, in 1923, Kafka finally finds the resolve to leave Prague and 
his father’s home for good. Never before had he succeeded in living apart, inde-
pendent of his mother, his sisters, his father, nor had he been a writer other than 
in the few hours when he was not working in the legal department of the Workers 
Accident Insurance Office in Prague; he was a dutiful, scrupulous employee, 
though he found the working tedious, enervating. But having been pensioned 
from his job because of illness, he meets a young Jewish girl of nineteen, Dora 
Dymant, at a seaside resort in Germany. Dora has left her Orthodox Polish Jewish 
family. She and Kafka—she is half his age—fall in love.
With Dora to love him, Kafka at forty is at last delivered from self-doubt and 
self-loathing. Kafka consents to the publication of a volume of four of his stories. 
With Dora’s help he resumes the study of Hebrew (his Hebrew teacher a woman, 
now living in Israel, wrote recently a memoir about Kafka as her student). He stud-
ies Hebrew; despite his illness he travels to the Berlin Academy of Jewish Studies 
to attend lectures on the Talmud. He is transformed into a writer, a Jew, a lover, 
something of a father.
Was it Dora Dymant, or was it the approach of death that made all this pos-
sible? Whatever, the prospect of Dora, of a wife, a home, and children, was no 
longer the terrifying, bewildering prospect it would once have been. Yes, there is 
ease and happiness with a woman, with this young adoring companion. Kafka, 
who had tried unsuccessfully to marry twice before, is determined to marry Dora; 
he writes to her Orthodox father for his daughter’s hand. The request of a dying 
man, a man dying of tuberculosis is denied. Dora’s father consults with the man 
he admired most, the Gerer Rebbe. The Rebbe put the letter to one side and said 
nothing more than the single syllable, “No.” A healthy young girl should not be 
given in matrimony to a sickly man who spit up blood, a man twice her age, yet.
Still he has Dora with him. In those final months of his life he studies, he writes. 
That last winter in Berlin he wrote a story called “The Burrow,” the story of an 
animal with a keen sense of peril, whose life is organized around the principle 
of defense, whose deepest longings are for security and serenity. The ending of 
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this story is unfortunately lost. The burrower has constructed an elaborate and 
intricate system of underground chambers and corridors designed to afford some 
peace of mind, until he begins to hear some subterranean noises—could it be a 
great Beast itself burrowing in [his] direction?
On June 3, 1924, a month before his forty-first birthday, Kafka died of tubercu-
losis of the lung and the larynx.
Then suddenly Roth’s essay on Kafka returns to Newark N.J. in 1942. Roth 
is nine. He has a Hebrew teacher whose name is Dr. Kafka. Dr. Kafka is fifty-
nine. Kafka would have been fifty-nine in 1942, had he lived. To the little boys 
who attended Dr. Kafka’s class from four to five every afternoon he is known as 
Dr. Kishka. Two boys vented their resentment on him, their resentment of hav-
ing to learn Hebrew at the very hour when they could have been screaming their 
heads off on the ball field.
How the boys in the Hebrew class liked to imitate him with his precise profes-
sorial finicky manner, his German accent, his cough, his depressed look. Doctor 
Franz, Doctor Franz, Dr. Franz Kishka. Who was always giving assignments, like 
the one to make up an alphabet of their own, out of straight lines and curved lines 
and dots. “That’s all an alphabet is,” Dr. Kafka had explained to them. That’s all 
Hebrew is; that’s all English is, straight lines and curved lines and dots.
Dr. Kafka lived in a room, not an apartment, a room. The Roth family invites 
him to dinner one Shabbos, and with him Aunt Rhoda. For years Roth’s parents 
had been introducing his mother’s baby sister to Jewish bachelors and widowers 
of north Jersey, but at forty Aunt Rhoda had still not been successfully matched.
Before long Rhoda and Dr. Kafka are seeing each other regularly. Dr. Kafka 
encourages her to renew her interest in acting by reading her the famous Chekhov 
play, read it to her from the opening line to the final curtain, all the parts, and 
actually left her in tears.
Rhoda becomes a changed person. Kafka sits in the back of the theatre watch-
ing in his hat and coat, all of her rehearsals.
But one weekend they go off together to Atlantic City. Something untoward 
occurs, never clear, but Rhoda comes back crying, inconsolably; she refuses to see 
Dr. Kafka again. The nine-year-old Philip Roth is confused by it all; begs to know 
the reason. His older brother, the Boy Scout, with a leer and a sneer on his face 
explains it all with one word, “Sex.”
Years later, a junior at Harvard, Roth receives an envelope from home contain-
ing Dr. Kafka’s obituary, clipped from The Jewish News. “Dr. Franz Kafka, a Hebrew 
teacher at the Talmud Torah of the Schley St. Synagogue from 1939 to 1948, died on 
June 3 at Deborah Heart and Lung Center in Browns Mills, N.J. Dr. Kafka had been 
a patient there since 1950. He was seventy years old. Dr. Kafka was born in Prague, 
Czechoslovakia . . . and was a refugee from the Nazis. He leaves no survivors.”
He also leaves no books; no Trial, no Castle, no Diaries. The dead man’s papers 
are claimed by no one, and they disappear.
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No, this Kafka, who leaves nothing, could not ever become “The Kafka”—why, 
that would be stranger even than a man turning into an insect. No one would 
believe it.
Kafka remains the poet of the ungraspable and the unresolved, to use Roth’s 
words, the poet whose belief in the immovable barrier separating the wish from its 
realization is at the heart of his excruciating visions of defeat. Yes, Kafka’s writing 
refutes every easy, touching, humanish daydream of salvation and justice and ful-
fillment with densely imagined counter dreams that mock all solutions and escapes.
C OMMENTARY BY PROFESSOR SAUL FRIEDL ANDER
Leonard Beerman loved Franz Kafka’s writing. He quoted him; he even published 
a short essay about him. Let me add a few lines about this common interest and 
briefly reflect on Kafka’s attempts to define the meaning of Jewishness for him. 
For the generation of Hermann Kafka, Franz’s father, keeping a Jewish identity 
devoid of any particular content sufficed. For Franz’s generation—more precisely 
for the young Prague intellectuals of that cohort—such meaninglessness seemed 
unacceptable and often led to a search for very diverse alternatives: a return to 
religion (mainly reformed Judaism), as in the case of Kafka’s friends the philoso-
pher Hugo Bergmann and the writer Max Brod (in an extreme form in the case 
of another Kafka friend, Georg Langer, who became an ultra-Orthodox follower 
of the Hasidic Belzer Rebbe); fervent adherence to the new established Zionist 
movement (Bergmann, Brod, and the philosopher Felix Weltsch), socialist politi-
cal activism, diverse esoteric quests, or, as happened with one of Franz’s uncles, 
Rudolph, conversion to Catholicism.
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The Legacy of MLK
January 15, 1982
Beerman’s address on Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. was delivered a year before the 
United States Congress voted to create a day in honor of MLK (and four years before 
the commemorative day was formally inaugurated in 1986). Beerman felt a deep bond 
of identification with Dr. King for various reasons. They were both clergymen who 
labored hard to meet the demands of their congregants. They were both preachers 
who understood the power of rhetoric to inspire. They were both tireless advocates 
who sought to realize the prophetic imperative to social justice. And they were both 
drawn to the principle of nonviolence, which King and Beerman learned about from 
Rev. James Lawson, who introduced nonviolence to the civil rights movement after 
studying it in India in the 1950s.
Beerman’s own commitment to racial and social equality began as an adolescent in 
Michigan and was fortified during his time as one of the “social justice boys” at Hebrew 
Union College. As a young rabbi, he gained a reputation for speaking out on behalf 
of racial equality. Throughout the 1960s, he was one of the most prominent rabbinic 
voices on the West Coast in support of the civil rights movement, not only calling on his 
congregants to protest injustice, but joining forces with black colleagues on the streets. 
In this regard, Beerman’s activism paralleled that of the well-known East Coast rab-
bis Abraham Joshua Heschel, who marched with his good friend Martin Luther King 
in Selma and elsewhere, and Joachim Prinz, who spoke at the March on Washington 
in 1963 just before Dr. King. King would remain a source of inspiration to Beerman 
throughout his life, and he devoted a sermon to the civil rights leader’s life every year.
Martin Luther King, Jr. would have been fifty-three years old today—still a young 
man. It seems difficult to believe that almost fourteen years have gone by since that 
day in April 1968, when he was assassinated in Memphis, Tennessee. So much has 
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happened to us, to this country, and to the world since 1968. So many dreams have 
been broken and trampled upon and so many have been at least partially realized. 
One thing for certain: here in the state of California little black children have a hol-
iday in honor of someone who looks like them. If for no other reason than this the 
celebration of King’s birthday is a notable occasion. For fifty-three years after his 
birth, fourteen years after his death, twenty-eight years after Brown vs. Board of 
Education (the Supreme Court decision ending segregation in the public schools 
of America) far too many little black kids grow up without knowing what to do 
with themselves. Now in the beginning of what even President Reagan has called 
a Recession more than twenty-five percent of the young blacks are unemployed. 
Their government is not extending them much concern; it is indeed a dark time 
for these darker People, and there is no Martin King to inspire them.
There is simply no way for them to experience the strength and the courage that 
came from being part of the mass movement that he led, no way for them to be 
among those who once sang in the meetings, sang in the streets, and sang in the 
jails, nor to be among the 200,000 who stood before the Lincoln Memorial and 
heard King say, “I have a dream . . .”
King’s life is inextricably intertwined with the great moments in the civil rights 
movement: Montgomery, Birmingham, the March on Washington, Selma. A 
dedicated leader, an eloquent advocate of nonviolence, he was awarded the Nobel 
Peace Prize in 1964. And he was a pastor, there in the Ebenezer Baptist Church 
in Atlanta. And with academic degrees, first from Morehouse College in Atlanta, 
then from a theological seminary, Crozer, in Chester, Pa., he, after some studying 
at the U. of Pennsylvania, and at Harvard, eventually received a Ph.D. from Boston 
University. And in addition to that, some 200 honorary degrees by colleges and 
universities here and throughout the world. A magical quality about him, none of 
us who lived through that era will ever forget him. All the efforts to denigrate his 
character, some fomented by the FBI, cannot cancel half a line of his greatness as a 
Black leader and as a powerful moral symbol.
King was not born to greatness, he had to be nudged into it. Montgomery, 
Alabama, provided the ground from which King vaulted into national promi-
nence. The Montgomery of September 1954 may have seemed like an unlikely 
place for American history to rise to high drama. 80,000 population, 50,000 
Negroes, and to most of the 30,000 Whites the Negro populace were essentially 
instruments to be dominated, and endured. The Black population had been sub-
jected over the years to many indignities, like hundreds of cities throughout the 
South. Particularly annoying to Black leaders was the Montgomery City Lines, a 
northern owned bus company. The blacks provided seventy percent of the com-
pany’s revenue. As in practically all Southern cities bus passengers in Montgomery 
seated themselves on a segregated, first come first served basis with Negroes seat-
ing themselves from the rear forward and whites taking seats from the front back-
ward. In Montgomery, however, unlike some of the more enlightened Southern 
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cities, the first four seats were reserved exclusively for the white patrons. What was 
especially galling to many Negroes was that the driver was empowered to order 
Negroes sitting in the foremost section to yield their seats to white customers. 
This was a flagrant reminder of white supremacy, as if the Blacks could forget. 
Moreover, it was not uncommon for drivers to require Blacks to pay their fares at 
the front door, get off, and re-board the bus through the rear door. Some of the 
Black leaders like E. D. Nixon of the NAACP had tried to arouse the populace 
against these abuses, but they were unsuccessful. The Negroes were just slumber-
ing, passively, placidly.
So it was that in September 1954, M. L. King Jr. came to become pastor of the 
Dexter Avenue Baptist Church in downtown Montgomery. A new man and a new 
movement unknown to one another were about to coalesce. Mr. King unpacked 
his books, and he and his wife Coretta moved into a big white frame parsonage. 
From the beginning, King stressed social action, organized a social action com-
mittee in his congregation, which urged every member to become a registered 
voter, and a member of the NAACP. King was no radical; he leaned toward the 
gradualist approach as fostered by the Alabama Council on Human Relations, an 
interracial group. In these early months of his Montgomery ministry, King was 
working on his doctoral thesis, writing several hours every morning and every 
night. He also worked on his sermons so that within nine months of his coming 
to Montgomery he had earned a reputation as a fine preacher. Into this relatively 
quiet, conventional, ministerial life philosophic reading in the morning, visits to 
the sick, marrying, baptizing, burying—came a day in December, a warm day for 
December. At the Court Square where in the days of the Confederacy Negro slaves 
had been auctioned, a Montgomery City Lines bus passed by and pulled to a stop. 
There were twenty-four Blacks on the bus, Rosa Parks among them, she was sitting 
behind the white section which was filled with twelve white passengers. Six whites 
boarded the bus and the driver left his seat and asked the Negroes in the foremost 
section to get up and give their seats to the white patrons. It was an ancient custom 
and aroused no comment. Three of the blacks rose immediately, but Rosa Parks 
remained seated. The driver asked her again to yield the seat, and Rosa Parks, a 
rather sweet-tempered woman, again refused. The driver then summoned police 
officers who arrested Rosa Parks for violating the city’s segregation ordinance.
Why did she do it? Why did she refuse to move? “I don’t really know,” she would 
say later. “There was no plan at all. I was just tired from shopping. My feet hurt.” 
That was where the Negro rebellion had its beginning, that intersection of the 
pain of feet and a deeper pain, the pain of the heart, and perhaps something else, 
the receptivity of the moment, as Wm. James called it. E. D. Nixon, the Pullman 
porter, took the lead in the first phase of the controversy; it was he who provided 
bail for Rosa Parks and he who suggested that SOMETHING must be done. First, 
after a lot of telephoning to the local clergy it was decided to stage a one-day bus 
boycott. The mimeograph machines pumped out their instructions: “Don’t ride 
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the bus to work, to town, to school, or any place Monday, December 5 . . . come to 
a mass meeting.” The Montg. Improvement Assoc. was formed and M. L. King, Jr. 
was elected president. Why King? For two reasons: He was new in the community 
and was not identified with any faction in a divided leadership. King was named 
because almost no one wanted to be identified publicly as the leader.
That day the Blacks walked, rode mules, drove wagons; the boycott was almost 
totally effective. It was decided to extend the boycott until the company met cer-
tain minimum demands and what were the demands? Courtesy, a first come first 
served system within the bounds of the segregated system and employment of 
black bus drivers on predominantly Negro lines—all these demands were rejected 
by the city officials and bus officials.
Addressing the mass meeting, King reviewed the long train of abuses, “our 
method,” he said, “will be that of persuasion, not coercion.” He went on to speak 
of the transforming power of love: “Love must be our regulating ideal. Love your 
enemies; bless them that curse you, pray for them that despitefully use you. If we 
fail to do this, our protest will end up as a meaningless drama on the stage of his-
tory, and its memory will be shrouded with the ugly garments of shame. In spite 
of the mistreatment that we have confronted we must not become bitter, and end 
up hating our white brothers. Let no man pull you so low as to make you hate 
him.” Then building to a crescendo he said: “If you will protest courageously and 
yet with dignity and Christian love, when the history books are written in future 
generations the historians will have to pause and say, ‘There lived a great people—a 
black people—who injected new meaning and dignity into the veins of civiliza-
tion.’ This is our challenge, and our overwhelming responsibility.”
That’s where it all began; that’s where it all began. In August of 1963, eight years 
later, he would stand before 250,000 people who had participated in the great 
March on Washington—eight years of marches through the streets of the hardcore 
white supremacist cities, the years of police dogs, fire hoses, tear gas, repeated 
imprisonment, the years of student demonstrations.
The experience in Montgomery brought clarity to the thinking of M. L. King. 
It was out of that experience, as he would later attest, that he became more and 
more convinced of the power of nonviolence. Nonviolence became more than a 
method to which he gave intellectual assent; it became a commitment to a way 
of life. He had come to see that the Christian doctrine of love, operating through 
the Gandhian method of nonviolence was one of the most potent weapons avail-
able to an oppressed people in their struggle for freedom. Nonviolence would not 
accomplish miracles overnight, he knew. When the underprivileged demand free-
dom, the privileged react with bitterness and resistance, even when the demands 
are couched in nonviolent terms. But the nonviolent approach does something to 
the hearts and souls of those committed to it. It gives them self-respect. It calls up 
resources of strength and courage that they did not know they had. And finally, it 
so stirs the conscience of the opponent that reconciliation becomes a reality.
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How did he hold on to those convictions? He knew few quiet days. Imprisoned 
twelve times, his home bombed twice, a day seldom passing when he and his fam-
ily did not receive threats of death. Victim of a near fatal stabbing; battered by the 
storms of persecution. Tempted always to retreat to a more quiet, serene life, but 
every time something came to strengthen his determination to go on.
King was not satisfied to limit the practice of nonviolence to the struggle for 
racial justice in the U.S.A. He believed it was necessary to experiment with non-
violence in all areas of human conflict and particularly on an international scale. 
He had seen too much of hate, he said, to want to hate, himself: hate on the faces 
of too many sheriffs, too many white citizen’s councilors, too many Klansmen. 
We must be able to stand up before our most bitter opponents and say: “We shall 
match your capacity to inflict suffering by our capacity to endure suffering. Do to 
us what you will and we will still love you.”
It was on a hot August afternoon in 1963 in Washington that King spoke of 
his dream, a dream that every colored person in the world would be treated with 
respect, that justice would roll down like waters, as the prophet Amos once said, and 
righteousness like a mighty stream. That one day, war would come to an end, that 
swords would be beaten into plowshares and nations will study war no more. Many 
of his dreams were turned into nightmares; he became a victim of deferred dreams 
of blasted hopes, but in spite of that he still preserved his faith that the struggle for 
justice must go on, that injustice anywhere is a threat to justice everywhere.
My friend Jim Lawson, pastor of the Holman Methodist Church, said the other 
day at a prayer breakfast in honor of MLK, this day is not a gift to the Blacks. If the 
Blacks needed a holiday they would take it, just as Jews, Muslims and others take 
a holiday. But, he said, this day is important to the nation; the nation as a whole 
needs a MLK holiday as a human rights day. I have a dream that one day every val-
ley shall be exalted, every hill and mountain shall be made low, the rough places 
will be made plains and the crooked places will be made straight, and the glory of 
the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together.
When we let freedom ring, when we let it ring from every village and every 
hamlet, from every state and every city, we will be able to speed up that day when 
all of God’s children black and white, Jews and Gentiles, Protestant and Catholics 
will be able to join hands and sing in the words of that old Negro spiritual, “Free at 
last, Free at last, Thank God almighty, we are free at last.”
C OMMENTARY BY THE REVEREND JAMES M.  L AWSON JR .
Rabbi Leonard Beerman and I shared a prophetic and biblical enthusiasm for the 
Montgomery, Alabama, bus boycott.1 It was the first sociopolitical “equality and 
liberty” struggle in Western history that named itself a nonviolent campaign (non-
violence, a term coined by Mohandas Gandhi of India around 1906, to describe 
his initial experiments to resist the oppression facing Indian immigrants in then 
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Boer-British South Africa. He defined nonviolence as “love in action”).2 That cam-
paign catapulted the very young African American Martin Luther King Jr. onto 
the world stage as the advocate and voice against “injustice anywhere” and for the 
wellness and beauty of all peoples.
Yet even in 1982, Rabbi Beerman was one of the very, very few people of influ-
ence in a congregational vocation or the academy or public life who could create 
and deliver such a carefully researched and empathetic message: how the people 
began; they selected a voice and with others executed the structures and logistics, 
and they effected the monumental rejection of Jim Crow law and custom and all 
the indignities associated with both. Dr. King articulated and lived out the simple 
yet awesome notion that ordinary people energized by the force of human/sacred 
love can defeat wrong and its tyranny. Beerman grasps Montgomery and King’s 
meaning. The boycott was a terrific tactic for dismantling the injustices of the sys-
temic injustice of the bus company and the city. The scholar Gene Sharp has since 
documented more than two hundred such tactics. But the rabbi of Los Angeles 
also insists that King practiced nonviolence as a way and theology and spirituality 
of life, to be applied and lived or acted upon.
Leonard Beeman was an intellect out of the spirit of God of the Jewish Bible, a 
mystic, thinker, and practitioner. Just a few days ago I met the immigration activ-
ists who walked from the Mexico-Arizona border to the detention and deporta-
tion center in downtown Los Angeles. A few of us represented a steady line from 
Montgomery to our continuing struggle for all residents of our country. After our 
rally and assembly there before that fortress-like structure of our national insanity, 
we walked around the edifice. I saw again the places where Rabbi Beerman and 
hundreds of us carried on a soul force campaign against injustice in El Salvador 
and Los Angeles. In those weeks and months of 1980 I do not know how many 
times Leonard was detained by federal marshals. But Leonard and Martin were 
signs of the “word made flesh.”
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First Encounter with George (Regas)
April 13, 2005
This brief fragment offers a recollection of one of Leonard Beerman’s closest col-
leagues and friends, Rev. George Regas, who in 1967 became the rector of All Saints 
Church in Pasadena. Born to a Greek immigrant father and American mother who 
died when he was five, Regas served a number of Episcopalian congregations before 
assuming the leadership of All Saints in Pasadena, bringing to that congregation 
his unique blend of Southern-style oratory, theological sophistication, and a tireless 
commitment to progressive political activism. It was at a rally for peace to protest the 
Vietnam War held in MacArthur Park in downtown Los Angeles that the two first 
met. Out of that encounter, they developed a tight partnership on a wide array of 
causes, especially on behalf of nuclear disarmament under the rubric of the Interfaith 
Center to Reverse the Arms Race. They also remained very close friends until the end 
of Beerman’s life.
It was in early January 1971 that we met.1 I can’t remember what kind of a day it 
was. But I do know that getting there was easy. Freeways were not crowded in 
those days. In less than a half hour after leaving the Leo Baeck Temple parking lot 
in Bel-Air, I was at Exposition Park.
Along the way I had begun to rehearse what I would say at the demonstration. 
The war was raging in Vietnam. President Johnson, swelling, outwardly at least, 
with optimism, assured us that more troops would quickly bring the enemy to 
heel. I was convinced that he was wrong and that the war was wrong. “A President 
has but one heart to give to his country,” Senator William Fulbright had said. A 
President whose heart is at war in Vietnam, he concluded, does not have another 
to give to his promise of the Great Society, which would require a different war—
against poverty, inequality, and racism.
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At the park everything seemed to be ready for the event. There was a platform 
with a lectern and a microphone (and it worked). A crowd had begun to assemble. 
The program began when two young men, U.S. Navy officers dressed in their uni-
forms, solemnly wheeled a casket, draped in black, across the grass and placed 
it directly before us. No act of protest against the war could be so blatantly and 
unambiguously clear. I squirmed. It was too much for me. Yet I marveled at the 
power of their courage. Or was it simply madness?
An Episcopal priest was introduced and arose to speak. He was dressed in gray 
with a white priestly collar. His voice was deep and his words were strong and 
direct and they were lubricated with an accent right out of some part, some not 
too deep part, of the South. But what held me captive was not primarily what 
he was saying, but rather the rhythm of his speech, the way in which his words 
were linked to the movement of his body achieving a harmony that gave his talk 
increased power and significance.
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Why the Prophets Are Important
May 20, 1983
In this Friday evening sermon, Beerman reveals the source of his admiration for the 
Hebrew prophets, on whom he frequently drew for inspiration throughout his career. 
Beerman juxtaposed the ethos and mission of the prophets to the ethos and mission 
of the Five Books of Moses. On his view, the Bible was devoted to the law and to 
instructing Jews how to observe it. The prophetic writings, by contrast, were dedi-
cated to encouraging responsible moral behavior.
In a sense, Beerman was giving voice to a rather common tenet of Reform Judaism 
in its classical nineteenth-century form. That is, the essence of Judaism lay not in the 
laws and ritual prescriptions of the Talmud or Bible, but rather in the ethical dictates 
and demands of the Israelite prophets. At the same time, his reliance on the prophets 
drove his deep commitment to social justice, as it did for other notable Jewish think-
ers over the course of the twentieth century whom he admired, including Martin 
Buber, Stephen S. Wise, Judah L. Magnes, and Abraham Joshua Heschel.
In traditional Judaism the five books that make up the Torah, Genesis, Exodus, 
Leviticus, Numbers and Deuteronomy, are considered to be especially holy. We 
take out the scroll of the Torah, which we keep in a very central place in the sanctu-
ary. We read their sections in order, Shabbat after Shabbat, we read from Genesis 
to the very final verse of Deuteronomy year after year. But not so with the books of 
the prophets. We don’t read through all of the prophetic books from beginning to 
end. For a long time prior to the past few months we have not been reading them at 
all at Leo Baeck Temple. But even in the traditional synagogues, custom is that only 
a small part, selected from the prophets, called the Haftarah is read from week to 
week. They are considered to be holy, but certainly not on the same level as Torah.
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Liberal Jews have always considered the prophets much more important than 
that for our understanding of what Judaism was and continues to be. We have 
always found in the prophets’ teaching something of our sense of Judaism as a 
changing, dynamic, growing religion. For liberal Jews the Torah surely provides 
the basis of Judaism and we certainly have not thought of Torah and the prophets 
as having completely different teaching, yet there are differences and the differ-
ences are as important as the similarities. For the most part the Torah instructs in 
matters of law, telling us what to do, regularly and for all time. While the proph-
ets speak to a specific situation, frequently criticizing the way the community is 
behaving, reminding the people of what they should be doing for God.
Much of the law of the Torah deals with the sanctuary, the temple and the ritual 
that is going on there. The book of Exodus gives elaborate instructions for the 
construction of the ancient tabernacle. Leviticus is mostly about sacrifices of vary-
ing kinds. Large sections of Numbers and Deuteronomy are occupied with the 
priests and the Levites and their duties. These laws tell us how the ancient Israelites 
in Bible times believed they should serve God but they do not tell us very much 
directly about how we should live as Jews. There has been no temple in Jerusalem 
for about 2,000 years so the laws we read about in the Torah have not been carried 
out for all those many centuries.
When the prophets lived and taught, the temple was surely the center of the 
Jewish cult, but curiously enough the prophets do not spend much time talking 
about that. There are a couple of exceptions (Haggai and part of Ezekiel); instead 
the prophets were disturbed that the Jews of their time were not serving God in 
the correct way, were not building a better society. Amos, the first of the literary 
prophets, complains that they abuse the poor. Isaiah says that their rulers are not 
doing justice. Habbakuk criticizes the strong, the powerful for taking advantage 
of the weak. This all sounds very much like what is going on in our time, sounds 
very much as if it were talking at the things Jews ought to care about and try to 
help change. 2,500 years after the prophets Jews still believe that God cares how we 
treat one another and that how we treat one another, individually and collectively, 
should be an important integral part of our religious duty as Jews.
To God and the ways of God: “[It] hath been told thee what is good, and what 
God requires of you: to do justly, love mercy, walk humbly with thy god.”
The Torah dealt largely with the Jews’ duty to other Jews: the prophets’ teaching 
is concerned with Jews and all people and thus has a contemporary relevance. The 
prophets address our condition of being Jews and yet at the same time being citi-
zens of the larger society. The rituals of Judaism, the synagogue, holidays, and for 
those who choose the observance of dietary laws, all these are important but these 
observances have to go hand in hand with the practice of justice, the plurality of 
peace. The Torah focuses on details; the prophets focus on our goals. The Torah 
tells us what to do in all of its specifics; the prophets are more concerned about the 
purpose behind our religious duties. Isaiah and Amos tell us that it is useless to be 
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observant if at the same time we deal unjustly with our neighbor. Jonah stressed 
God’s willingness to forgive non-Jews, the great city of Nineveh.
But still more, the Torah teaches us what is always to be done, what is to go 
on continuously. While it is true that traditional Judaism has ways to help the 
law change with the passage of time, the main concern of Torah is with what one 
must observe always. In much that the Torah has taught us we are quite willing to 
have it continue—observing Shabbat, doing justice, but in some cases the modern 
age calls for radical change. The prophets suggest to us what the Jewish attitude 
should be.
The prophets were not wholly admirable men, they were not tolerant, they 
were in fact quite intolerant. They and we are quite different from one another. We 
might call it fanaticism, inspiration, a spirit of dedication, idealism, whatever it 
was it made the prophets recklessly uncompromising. They were not prudent men, 
at all. They asked, questioned, challenged, reexamined what passed for dogma, 
they were men of the critical spirit, they irritated, annoyed, disturbed, frightened 
their contemporaries by making them think. They were blasphemous, heretical, 
they questioned the sanctity of sacred place, where the covenant between Israel 
and God was eternal so it must be with us as liberal Jews, reform was once inspired 
by the spirit of inquiry.
C OMMENTARY BY PROFESSOR JACK MILES
Like England and America, two great nations separated by a common language, 
Judaism and Christianity are separated by our common scripture. Christians 
honor Torah as scripture but not as Jews do. Jews honor the prophets as scripture 
but not as Christians do.
What this means is that a Christian is on shaky ground quoting the prophets to 
a Jew, but then a Jew doing the same thing to another Jew is on only slightly less 
shaky ground. T. S. Eliot was once asked if he believed that most editors were failed 
writers. “Yes,” he replied, “I suppose so, but so are most writers.” It’s a bit like that 
between Christians and Jews quoting the prophets to each other about, to come to 
the sticking point, Israel. Most Christians fail in the attempt, and so do most Jews.
Beerman lives in my memory as a Jew who succeeded. Whatever his faults, he 
was touched with the fire of prophecy. I turned to him once for counsel about a 
critical essay I was trying to write about Israel. I never finished it. If I had, I would 
never ever have dared to go as far as he did in his astonishing last sermon, on Yom 
Kippur, when he said, “Another Yom Kippur, another 500 children of Gaza killed 
by the Israel Defense Forces.” Beerman in that moment was like Nathan turning 
on the guilty King David with the electrifying cry Attah ha’ish! An ever kindly but 
sometimes terrifying voice. Remember him thus.
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Handwritten Reflections on Doubt
Undated
This handwritten fragment offers insight into Beerman’s philosophical and theological 
disposition. While noting the perils of doubt, he also believed in its liberating quality, 
its catalyzing role in forcing us to probe and question in order to achieve enhanced 
understanding. Doubt figured in an even more profound way in Beerman’s world. 
He devoted the entirety of his career to the rabbinate, but he was an unmistakable 
agnostic for whom faith in God was a doubt-ridden proposition. While he did not 
loudly broadcast this view, he did see doubt, in this sense, as an essential precondition 
to integrity and probity.
To be a man is to ask why in every dimension in life. To question, to doubt is a sure 
sign of our freedom and our reason. It is the image of God within us—our doubt 
is an essential element in our capacity to be creative.
But doubt is an ambiguous blessing. It is a sign of freedom. It can also be a sign of 
our defensivism, our inability to give ourselves over to a decision, a commitment—
our distrust of genuine passion. Through the luxury of our unexamined doubts we 
can evade the responsibility of taking a stand, all the while pretending to be open-
minded. Doubt is our greatness but it can express our irresponsibility.
Some people are very free in their cultural doubt of traditional religious 
beliefs but quite unwilling to subject their capacity for objectivity to the same 
critical scrutiny.
The courage to doubt is the courage to risk one’s own confidence in one’s doubt.
Without doubt then can be no spiritual freedom, no integrity. With doubt there 
is the threat of utter meaninglessness. Whether doubt brings hope or hopelessness 
depends upon the individual’s courage to accept doubt and its discipline.
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C OMMENTARY BY R ABBI  R ACHEL TIMONER
It was doubt that enabled Abraham to create Judaism. It was doubt that brought 
Abraham to believe.
In this handwritten exploration of the “ambiguous blessing” of doubt, Leonard 
beautifully associates doubt with creativity and spiritual freedom. Doubt is how we 
know that we are alive. Doubt is one expression of the image of God that is within 
us. Doubt is the active use not only of reason, but also of intuition and conscience, 
in the relentless pursuit of truth. Doubt is necessary for our species’ intellectual, 
moral, and spiritual development. It is the foundation of the scientific method and 
the prerequisite for all social movements and all true religion. Only when we inter-
rogate facts, doctrines, and tenets of faith do we become free to consider new pos-
sibilities. This is how meaning is made. Religion without doubt is stifling. Religion 
with doubt can be thrilling. But doubt has become its own religion, preventing us 
from committing to justice, to God, and to life. What I love most about Leonard’s 
brief reflection is his warning that when doubt becomes an abdication of passion, 
a shelter from conviction, a failure of responsibility, it becomes cowardice. In the 
name of open-mindedness, we fail to take a stand. In the name of all truths, we fail 
to speak any truth.
Leonard was like Abraham. He first allowed doubt to free him from the 
 constraints of inherited beliefs and conventional wisdom. But then he stood for 




Can We Excommunicate God?
April 30, 1965
The title of this sermon reflected Rabbi Beerman’s willingness to ask provocative 
questions of his congregation—and of his own theology. He used the opportunity 
to express his support for a Reform rabbinic colleague, Sherwin Wine, who left his 
congregation in Windsor, Ontario, in 1963 to form a new temple in Birmingham, 
Michigan. At the heart of this initiative was the decision to excise the word “God” 
from the community’s liturgy, a move that brought cascades of condemnation down 
on Rabbi Wine, including from prominent Reform colleagues. Wine would go on to 
establish the Society for Humanistic Judaism in 1969 as a reflection of his belief in the 
power of secular Jewish culture.
Beerman, for his part, affirmed that the guiding spirit of Reform Judaism was 
intellectual autonomy and the resistance to fixed dogma. He further noted that lead-
ing Protestant thinkers such as Paul Tillich, Dietrich Bonhoeffer, and the Englishman 
John Robinson bore a similar spirit by fearlessly inquiring into questions of God’s 
existence. Intellectual integrity demanded this spirit of inquiry, Beerman suggested. 
So too, he argued, did the impulse to overturn oppressive racial and sexual hierar-
chies, as he made clear at the end of his sermon.
This evening has to do with controversy. If nothing else has tutored me, com-
ing from Leo Baeck Temple would have served the purpose. I have become no 
stranger to controversy, and I have learned along with you the obvious truth: when 
argument enters a household, reason is usually the very first to be offended and 
to take its leave. This seems to be a universal principle. Now all of this happened 
while we were away from you. While we were walking the streets of Jerusalem, 
where life is tranquil and the only excitement is an occasional burst of gunfire 
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a few hundred yards away at the Jordan border, there were some fearful noises 
being made in the American Jewish community over a controversial rabbi in 
Birmingham, Michigan. Two of our senior colleagues, Rabbi Solomon Freehof 
and Rabbi Jacob Weinstein, both of them distinguished leaders and teachers and 
deeply revered and respected by all of us, delivered themselves of denunciations 
of young Sherwin Wine and his congregation. Rabbi Freehof, in somewhat melo-
dramatic fashion, is quoted as having said: “We must protect the Jewish commu-
nity against this deception which will draw in innocent children and unsuspecting 
elders.” Rabbi Weinstein contended that “there are certain inarticulate premises 
in every tradition . . . God is the major premise of Judaism. A synagogue without 
God is only a meeting place, and a rabbi who rejects the term because it is not 
precisely defined, becomes an ethical culture leader.” “Excommunication,” Rabbi 
Weinstein continued, “is not in the spirit of Reform Judaism. Rabbi Wine should 
not be defrocked, but he ought to have enough derech eretz (good manners) to 
consider himself unsuited for the rabbinate. In excommunicating the term God 
from the Prayer Book, he has separated himself—casting off the mantle woven by 
God-intoxicated men who for three thousand years have flung into the very teeth 
of adversity the battle cry ‘I will live and declare the greatness of my God.’ ” Other 
rabbis and laymen joined in the denunciations in language much more intemper-
ate, sanctimonious and self-righteous than that of Rabbis Freehof and Weinstein. 
And still others rose to the defense. Rabbi Daniel Friedman, Rabbi Weinstein’s 
assistant, was one of them. There were several here in the Los Angeles area. In New 
Haven, my friend Rabbi [Robert] Goldburg had this to say: “Rabbi Wine and his 
temple may be among the few in America to take God seriously—so seriously that 
they deny his existence. Yet such a move means thought and study, conviction and 
courage. Our people all should be reminded that such qualities in this era of con-
formity and self-righteousness are hard to come by—rare and precious in any age.”
And then from this pulpit Rabbi Ragins, dealing with this theme some weeks 
ago, strongly and cogently defended and explained the right of the rabbi and his 
congregation to hold fast to their position and to be included legitimately and 
honorably within the framework of Reform Judaism. We may not be ready to fol-
low the path they have chosen, but the freedom of Reform Judaism, its abhorrence 
of fixed creed and dogma, leaves the conscience of the individual as the ultimate 
seat of authority about the content of his Judaism. This is a right not vested in any 
established tradition. We left such orthodoxies behind us when we chose to accept 
the daring and treacherous path of individual freedom. We have staked our honor 
on the mind of man in quest for a truth not fully realized rather than on the mind 
closed, fixed, determined, an obedient servant of that which has been received. We 
are not always pleased with the consequences of adhering to our affirmation of 
freedom but we are surely not ready to trade that displeasure for the horror of that 
tyranny over the mind, that obscurantism which would result from the abdication 
of the freedom for which we have so desperately struggled.
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I suppose members and rabbis of congregations thought the land would have 
been less perturbed if Rabbi Wine had kept his opinions within the borrowed walls 
of his own temple. Surely Rabbi Wine is not the first rabbi to have doubts about the 
Jewish idea of God, nor am I. But his doubts have led him to an attempted kind 
of semantic purity. He and his congregation agreed that they must be openly hon-
est about the confusion which the word God evoked in them, and rather than be 
confused, they preferred to eliminate the word altogether.
Their confusion about God and their elimination of God language should have 
come as no surprise to any educated and informed religionist. Our shock, our 
surprise, is, in a sense, a mark of the poverty and ineffectualness of theological dis-
course in our time. The theologians of our time must obviously operate in a very 
secluded and isolated realm. Having neither killed nor molested nor stolen any-
thing worthwhile, having waged no cruel wars far from home, nor organized sit-
ins or marches to dramatize their plight, and having been exiled to an occasional 
early Sunday morning or Sunday afternoon on television—the word has simply 
not gotten out—we have been passing through a time in which the old forms of 
belief show a structural fatigue or hardening of the arteries, and new forms of 
belief are struggling for some kind of definition. Churches and synagogues are 
apparently the last places on earth to become aware of this. They have only rarely 
been a place where people gather to think and feel seriously about God and man. 
Theologians at least try. For 200 years they have been arguing with one another 
endeavoring to relate the methods and results of science with regard to the world 
in which we live, to the inherited notions of God and man. The Michigan congre-
gation has eliminated language about God from its prayer book. In so doing they 
have taken the theologian seriously.
Why all of this? We obviously cannot go into all of the reasons this evening. 
But first of all let us understand that we have been living through a time in which 
there are few intellectual frames of reference in which the idea of God is particu-
larly advantageous. This was not always the case. The word God, the idea of God, 
had an honorable status in the intellectual schemes of the great philosophers of 
the past—Plato, Aristotle, Kant, Spinoza and others. No major philosophic system 
of today seems to find God particularly useful. This death of God, as the theolo-
gians call it, or this eclipse of God, has been a terrible burden for the theologians 
to endure. Christian thinkers in particular have been very troubled and sensitive 
to the demands they feel have been imposed upon them—to construct a relevant, 
intelligible contemporary theology. The Bishop of Woolwich, John Robinson, has 
almost succeeded in popularizing this theological discussion in his book, Honest 
to God. The Bishop is also concerned that the traditional concept of the deity has 
no meaning for modern man. Using popular language he says that the Bible speaks 
of a God “up there” and a three-decker universe consisting of the heavens above, 
the earth beneath, and the waters under the earth. That all of this was outmoded 
by contemporary cosmology; that the mental image of an old man in the sky has 
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been gradually replaced, and instead of a God up there, we then accepted a God 
“out there.” But that now even this image has lost its validity; hence the danger 
that man has and will discard entirely the belief in God. Drawing on the works of 
two significant Protestant theologians, Dietrich Bonhoeffer, a courageous German 
martyr who was hanged by the SS and whose Letter and Papers from Prison cre-
ated a stir when they were first published in the early 1950s, and also on the works 
of Professor Paul Tillich, Bishop Robinson transposes God from the heights to 
the depths. It was Tillich who said, enigmatically for many: “The question of the 
existence of God can neither be asked nor answered. If asked, it is a question about 
that which, by its very nature is above existence, and therefore the answer, whether 
negative or affirmative, implicitly denies the nature of God. It is as atheistic,” Tillich 
contends, “to affirm the existence of God as it is to deny it. God is being itself. God 
is not a being.” So too with the Bishop. It is not the God up there or out there for 
him. He concurs with Tillich. He finds God as the very ground of all being—the 
ultimate reality—all language about God is in the realm of the symbolic.
As for Bonhoeffer, his work suggests that he was much more radical. The 
fragments of his thinking which have been made available and which have been 
having such a profound effect on theological thinking indicate that he too had 
misgivings about the traditional theistic intellectual apparatus. He said that the 
idea of God and the word God are dead. That the supernatural and characteristic 
theological use of the word God cause[s] troubles. He felt that the word God could 
be abandoned. He advocated a religionless Christianity even as he, like so many of 
us, cultivated the discipline of Bible study and prayer. He said that “the God who 
makes us live in this world without using Him as a working hypothesis is the God 
before whom we are ever standing.” Daringly and subtly he wrote: “God is teach-
ing us that we must live as men who can get along very well without him.”
I am suggesting then that what has happened in Birmingham, Michigan, is but 
an expression of a larger theological quest as it has filtered into Judaism. That what 
it really involves is the confrontation of the contemporary religious thinker with 
the massive power of secularism. He knows that man is concerned with the here 
and the now, the tangible—that he pays only lip service to the transcendent. And 
he feels a compulsion, to be, in the words of the Bishop, honest to God and honest 
to himself.
This question of honesty, of an honesty, which knows no inhibition, is certainly 
a second aspect of the phenomenon we are discussing. In a totally different set-
ting, but relevant to the problem before us, Robert Brustein, a critic of the New 
Republic, wrote of a radical change which is taking place in the American theater. 
Two insurgent movements figure prominently in this change. The one movement 
is the revolt of the Negro. The tremendous energies behind the Negro’s drive for 
freedom have been poured into an enormous number of militant plays. For all the 
nobility of the cause itself, many of these plays have tended to be self-righteous 
and melodramatic.
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The second insurgent movement is the sexual revolution; it too has accounted 
for a number of dramatic works. The plays dealing with sex seem preoccupied 
with the exploration of bizarre experiences. A great many of them, according to 
Mr. Brustein, are experimental, playful, exhibitionistic, pseudo-religious and even 
fake. But he believes that it is out of these faltering efforts that the important drama 
of the future will be created. What these plays reveal is a commitment to some 
kind of totalism, the totalism of absolute honesty, a complete and often terrible 
openness about all that one sees and feels and knows.
The current debate on theology is neither racial nor sexual, but it is occasionally 
dramatic and powerful. It too reveals some of the same elements: it can be playful, 
exhibitionistic, pessimistic, very personal. And there is a terrible sense of urgency 
about it, a compulsion to be honest, frank, to expose the nakedness of doubt and 
despair. And it too has about it a kind of militancy and shrillness. It is the honesty 
about that which men preserved for the private world of this reflection that has 
been so upsetting. By and large these notions have not yet touched the living real-
ity of the churches and synagogues, but increasingly we are going to be forced to 
take a long and painful look at ourselves. Perhaps without militancy and shrillness 
we shall have to examine what it is that we really are. Surely it is no secret among 
us that only an insignificant numerical fragment of this congregation, and all lib-
eral Jewish congregations, think about God in their daily lives. We are clumsy at 
prayer, if we pray at all. We certainly give no indication of believing that being a 
Jew is a part of a divinely established plan, that we are, as our own neo-Orthodox 
theologians keep insisting, a part of the covenant community, subject to a divine 
commandment. Very few of us have heard God speak to them, or listen to them.
What is it that we must learn from this? It is to acknowledge honestly, openly, 
humbly that to be here, is to be a part of a community of those who doubt the 
meaning of their being here, to be a part of a great fellowship of uncertainty. And 
though we may be afraid of this, be afraid of the consequences of our doubt, we 
need not be ashamed of it.
We are not alone. Our doubt is the bearer of our integrity and our dignity. It is 
the expression of our freedom. It is out of that doubt that we shall fashion our own 
perceptions of the beauty of our heritage. It is out of it that some of us will shape 
the meaning of our God so that if we be moved to say our God and God of our 
fathers—we shall know it is really ours, born of our own gust.
C OMMENTARY BY PROFESSOR R ABBI  R ACHEL ADLER
The Talmud loved makhloket, dissension. It was the engine that fueled Talmudic 
discourse. The rabbis interrogated each other’s reasoning, assumptions, and con-
clusions, recording and respecting even minority opinions. But rabbinic discourse 
had ground rules. So does discourse about baseball. Debating baskets and penalty 
shots relocates you to a different conversation.
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What kind of God-talk puts you outside Jewish discourse? Many thinkers push 
boundaries. Maimonides is a Neoplatonist; Isaac Luria describes a tree of divine 
emanations. For Shneur Zalman of Liadi there is no cosmos; there is nothing but 
God. For Mordecai Kaplan, God is a process comprising all cosmic forces friendly 
to human flourishing. All these views affirm something beyond the human that is 
holy. Each ties its belief to Jewish texts, tradition, and practices. Absent these com-
mitments, the conversation is no longer Jewish. All moderns sometimes doubt or 
despair. But once you say, like Elisha ben Abouya, “There is no justice and there is 
no judge,” there is nothing but despair.
What makes people risk themselves for others, for justice, is not doubt but cer-
tainty, and not despair but hope. Hope and faith led Jews like Rabbi Abraham 
Joshua Heschel to march with Dr. Martin Luther King and led Rabbi Beerman to 
the front lines of many principled struggles. Like the prophets he loved to quote, 
he had a powerful sense of what made God angry. Predictably, Rabbi Beerman and 
Rabbi Ragins uphold Wine’s right to differ, but that doesn’t make Wine’s atheism 
an authentic Jewish theology or a motivation for Jewish ethics. Nor is it likely to 




Duty of the Rabbi
Undated
This undated fragment captured a key credo of Leonard Beerman’s rabbinate. It 
came not from his own pen, but from that of the towering American Orthodox rabbi 
and scholar Joseph B. Soloveitchik. Beerman reports that Soloveitchik recalled that 
his own grandfather defined the vocation of the rabbi as caring for the poor and 
exploited. The fact that the source was neither an ancient prophet nor a Reform rabbi 
but a modern Orthodox sage lent added credibility to this social justice imperative.
As for the duty of the Rabbi, I prefer the opinion of the grandfather of one of our 
country’s foremost orthodox rabbis, Rabbi Joseph Soloveitchik, who relates that 
when his grandfather was asked to define the peculiar calling of the Rabbi, he 
answered that it was “to protest the neglect of the lonely and the abandoned; to 
protect the dignity of the poor; and to save the exploited from the exploiters.”
C OMMENTARY BY R ABBI  RICHARD LEVY
Rabbi Soloveitchik wrote “The Lonely Man of Faith”—and this was Leonard’s faith: 
on one level, to eschew loneliness and seek out spokespeople for the poor and 
exploited, to denounce the exploited and to cry out for peace. For Leonard, lone-
liness and faith were two qualities permanently in tension in his life: he never 
expected to be “popular,” yet he felt wounded by anyone who was moved by his 
words to disagree with him—he felt he had alienated his opponent. He opined that 
you can’t be a successful rabbi unless at least one person walks out on a sermon 
of yours—and yet he claimed he was unsuccessful because there were still lonely 
and abandoned and poor and exploited people in the world. Did Leonard feel 
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“called” to be a rabbi? He felt called to work against injustice, yet he knew that to 
work against it out of a Westside Los Angeles synagogue was a little ironic. In the 
1960s, when “worker priests” would go out into the streets and the fields to witness 
with their congregants where they were, Leonard observed that when he would 
have lunch with congregants in their Bel-Air offices, he was being a worker priest 
too. And he was: he would speak with them about conditions in the world, and 
when he returned to Leo Baeck Temple he would contact his African American 
colleagues and his Episcopal colleagues and invite them to speak at the temple so 
that he could bring the world into Bel-Air, and from the inspiration of the beauti-
ful sanctuary whose design he supervised, his flock could compare the differences 
between their lives and those of the oppressed, and contemplate seriously how 
they might bridge the gap.
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From the Diary of a  
Leo Baeck Temple Rabbi
February 5, 1971
Inspired and provoked by the exposé of a young rabbinic colleague, Beerman explains 
here to his congregation what his weekly schedule looked like. The account mixed the 
poignant and the quotidian, while also unearthing some idiosyncrasies of the rabbi’s 
calendar. Through this report, Beerman offers an illuminating profile of the peaks 
and valleys in the daily life of an American rabbi.
One of our colleagues has his yarmelke, his tallis, and the back of his head fes-
tooned on the cover of the January 18 edition of New York magazine. The tallis is 
authentically ordinary but the yarmelke is psychedelic. The piece our colleague has 
written is called “The Diary of a Suburban Rabbi.”
Rabbi Martin Siegel leads a Reform congregation in Lawrence, Long Island, 
and like every rabbi he is looked upon to solve a variety of problems: Jewish fear 
of black anti-Semitism, the alienation of young people from the principles of 
Judaism, and the need to make the principles of Judaism work in relation to the 
problems of the day. The diary tells us how Rabbi Siegel copes with these matters 
and also how he must cope with other matters, the more personal problems: his 
wife’s breakdown, his own job security, his child. Ultimately the private and public 
problems fuse, and the diary, which covers nine months of the Rabbi’s life, creates 
the picture of a whole man.
The picture is blurred and divided as is the rabbi. He sees himself as a symbol. 
His people know him only by his roles. To some he is a radical; to some the signa-
ture on the marriage certificate; to some the man who opposes the indulgences of 
the psychotic fear of anti-Semitism. People see him, he says, only as they need to 
see him. And he can’t recognize himself in their eyes. He and his wife have to live 
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as exhibits in the community. People are friendly, but they have no friends. For the 
rabbi is not a reality; he is an abstraction.
The result is a very embittered young man who feels neglected by his 
 congregants—his wife hospitalized, ignored in her hospitalization, so he says, by 
the members of the congregation—and he himself confused and divided, no longer 
performing his functions as he should.
It is not a very pretty picture, and depending on your knowledge of such mat-
ters you can be moved, touched, or outraged by the rabbi or his congregants. The 
fact is that these are real live people he talks about; the president of the congre-
gation is mentioned by name. A week after the article appeared in New York the 
synagogue was filled to capacity when the rabbi arrived for the Shabbos service; it 
was like a Yom Kippur or a review of Portnoy’s Complaint.
The success of Rabbi Siegel prompted the sermon title for tonight: “From the 
Diary of a Leo Baeck Temple Rabbi.” It seemed, ten days ago, when I gave the title 
to Sylvia Wexler to list in the Bulletin, that it would be an easy enough thing to do. 
Every rabbi has at least an interior diary that he is convinced would make good 
reading. The daily experiences of our work present us with a wide range of experi-
ence wherein we touch so many of the facets of life—there is, in short, enough stuff 
there to fill a thousand lectures and sermons. But what I failed to consider was that 
the stuff of a rabbi’s life does not make for public disclosure, necessarily. In fact 
what distressed me about Rabbi Siegel’s piece in New York was precisely that he 
was willing to spill out the private experience for all to read. If I am distressed with 
the behavior of my congregation; if I think they are unkind, crude in their tastes, 
inhuman in their consideration of me and my family, what is accomplished by 
bringing the matter to the attention of the hundreds of thousands of strangers?— 
well one thing is accomplished—money, fun, profit.
At any event, the experiences that fill my days and the fantasies that enrich 
my wakening and sleeping life are not exactly a fit subject for public disclosure, I 
learned, after I gave her [i.e., Sylvia Wexler] the title. That is the nature of the work 
itself—the confidences that are shared, and so forth, and they are not meant to be 
put on display—perhaps they should be saved for a work of fiction, or for the end 
of my days as a rabbi, whenever that will be.
But there can be at least a beginning tonight; it will be drawn from the experi-
ences of many years, although it will be fitted into the days of a single week.
Monday—I dreaded this morning and felt some strange aches and pains, a 
slight dizziness; perhaps I had become the victim of a virus. Not enough to take 
refuge in, however—is that what I wanted, to take refuge in illness, or forgetful-
ness?? There was no such refuge. I had agreed to meet her in the waiting room at 
UCLA, where she would be receiving her cobalt therapy. Eight thirty, and I must 
be there, I had avoided her long enough. Isn’t that what so often happens to people 
who are thought to have those hopeless diseases—they are avoided—avoided by 
me, avoided by their friends, avoided even by their doctors? Who is wise enough 
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to know what to say under the circumstances, who is it that can move gracefully 
in such situations? For two years she had been fighting that cancer. I came to the 
hospital and there she was, smiling, talking to the people in that small room out-
side the room with the big awesome machine. Life and death are so filled with 
machinery, making it difficult to get through to the persons in us. “Well,” she said, 
“we are going to try this new approach. The cancer has spread and we are hopeful 
that this will do it.” Then I, trying to respond in some humor I saw in her language, 
said: “Who is the WE you are talking about—have you taken to using the plural of 
majesty—the royal we—and some phrase from Richard II came to my mind, ‘we 
are amazed to wait thus long for the fearful bending of thy knee.’ ” “Oh,” she said, 
“it is a we who are involved. I am alive today because of all of the people who have 
helped me through the various stages of this crisis. Where do you think I would be 
without the doctor who runs this department and the technicians who administer 
the equipment? It is not just me alone—it is we who are fighting this disease. It is 
nothing royal I am stating; it is not even modest; it is we.”
The pains had disappeared when I made my way back to the temple. I had come 
to bring her some comfort and courage. And, as so often strangely happens, she 
had given it instead to me.
Tuesday—Money. Last night at the Board meeting was all about money, the 
money we didn’t have—the almost 30,000 dollars we didn’t have. Come April 1 
there will not be enough money to pay salaries—to pay ME. We are so clumsy in 
this temple when it comes to money.
A man’s character, the Talmud says, is revealed in these three ways: B’kiso, 
bicoso, b’kaaso, in his money pocket, in his cup, and in his anger. Like the rab-
binic sages we too judge a man’s character by his passion, or his anger, or, in words 
more familiar to our jargon, by his aggression or his hostility. And even as for his 
cup—the way a man handles his liquor—surely that too becomes a way of judging 
a man’s character. We would observe a man at the end of two or three drinks and 
measure him by what alcohol has released in him. But when it comes to his pocket, 
his money pocket that is, the way he handles his money, makes his money, spends 
his money, what he buys, what he saves, what he keeps, what he gives—here we 
speak softly and act as though we are on some sacred ground—and perhaps we 
are. For money is a deity, a very visible deity. The pursuit of money is the common 
religion of all Americans, a quest which binds us together. It is not accidental that 
the coins of the realm bear the inscription IN GOD WE TRUST. That is our trust, 
our commitment, our ultimate concern, our God. There is no use pretending. We 
are all devoted adherents of the ritual, the pageantry, the dogma, of Money.
Around synagogues, suburban synagogues at least, we talk about budgets and 
building funds, and membership dues and the high cost of maintaining the whole 
enterprise—the whole disaster, but we do not talk about the meaning of money. 
And when we do talk about money, we always talk in delicate, silken tones, lest we 
offend. I remember that wonderful vibrant statement of Vinegar Joe Stillwell in 
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Indo China during World War II. General Joseph Stillwell, commenting on some 
ultra patriotic critics of his, said: “The higher a man climbs on a flag pole, the 
more of his ass he shows to the public.” And it was Shaw who said that “the higher 
a man climbs on the economic ladder the more things he becomes ashamed of.” 
The more affluent we become, personally and institutionally, the more we become 
ashamed of dealing with money, realistically, honestly. We do reveal the scale of 
our values, our character—the rabbis were right by the manner in which we use 
our money. A man will put his money where his soul is. He will pay for the things 
that matter most to him, arrange them in the order of his priorities. That’s enough 
to say about money.
Wednesday—a young man came to see me about getting married to a non-
Jewish girl. He had been in love before, three times, each time with a non- Jewish 
girl. Was that accidental? What is there about non-Jewish girls that makes them 
so attractive to him; or what is it about Jewish girls that might account for his 
not having found one to love?—well Jewish girls are more complicated, more 
demanding—or at least so it seemed to him. (And for him it was important that 
a girl not be demanding; in fact her function was to serve, to put him in first 
place—man must rule—numero uno.) Today I read a poem called “David Is 
Dying to Get Married.”
David is dying to get married.
He is dying to share
His heart, his insights, and the unspoiled island in the Caribbean 
where he is the only American who goes there
With someone feminine enough and intelligent enough and mature
enough to understand
That when he’s hostile it’s because he’s feeling threatened,
And when he’s vicious it’s because he feels unloved,
And when he’s paranoid, sadistic, depressed, or sexually inadequate
It’s simply because
She has failed him. Yes
David is dying to get married.
He is dying to share
His fish tank, his discounts, and the unspoiled restaurant in 
 Chinatown where he is the only Caucasian who eats there
With someone secure enough and subtle enough and grateful enough
to understand
That when he’s rigid it’s because he has high standards,
And when he’s violent it’s because he has no choice,
And when he’s manic, suicidal, or having trouble sleeping
It’s simply because
She has failed him. Yes,
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David is dying to get married.
To a woman like Lauren Bacall but a bit more submissive.
To a woman like Melina Mercouri but a bit more refined.
To a woman who understands that in order to share
His loves, his hates, his hopes, his fears, his low license plate,
His high tax bracket and his rent-controlled apartment with the 
 terrace where he and his mother are the only people who live there
She better not fail him.
Thursday—Intermarriage again. A young couple came, very young, naïve—the 
girl did most of the talking. “Well, Rabbi, I feel it is very important to have reli-
gious unity in the home and that is why I wish to become a Jew. I come from a 
very religious home; my father is a deacon in our Methodist Church and I sang in 
the choir and taught Sunday school; religion is important to me and family unity 
is important and that’s why I want to be a Jew.” Turning to the young man, I said: 
“Why don’t you achieve this unity by your becoming a Christian?” He sputtered 
out some answer. And to the young girl I said: “If religion, your religion is so 
important to you why become a Jew?” Her answer: “But, Rabbi, it’s the Christian 
thing to do.”
Friday—the Sabbath is coming, another service. How shall we ever resolve all 
of the questions and problems of that service? Will they, those Jews of ours, ever 
be able to pray? Will I be able to pray? What does it mean to pray? I cannot free 
myself completely from thinking of prayer as I did in my childhood. To pray is to 
ask for something—“oh God,” the child in some grammar school prayed after tak-
ing an examination in geography—“oh God, please make San Diego the capital of 
California.” Prayer cannot be that, at least not in any constant, significant way can 
it be that. Prayer must begin where one listens to a voice.
We cannot be sure what the voice is, but a voice nonetheless. And prayer 
must be a way of being reassured about our own uniqueness, and our equality 
with others.
Saturday—God rested on Saturday, but I, I like to play tennis. I would like a 
Shabbat in the park. The First Man was put into the Garden of Eden to dress it; 
we are here to look after the universe. We are here to help the universe achieve the 
goals it cannot realize by itself. The poet Auden says we are to think of ourselves as 
sculptors. No sculptor enforces his forms on nature. “The sculptor sees himself as 
laying bare, realizing in stone a form that is already there, potentially, or latently. 
We shall have a decent world when, and if we understood to treat everything as 
a sculptor, if we understood that to make a hideous lampshade is to torture help-
less metals. When we make a nuclear weapon, we corrupt the morals of a host of 
innocent neutrons below the age of consent.”
Sunday—religious school—I grow old, and I shall wear the bottoms of my 
trousers rolled1—Kominsky says he does not like being a policeman on Sunday 
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morning—and part my hair from behind.2 Some young people organized a proj-
ect on ecology, caring about the environment. They are collecting newspapers 
and they in turn are collected from us. If we could convince the Los Angeles Times 
to cut the size of its Sunday edition in half, we would save more paper than all 
of the paper collected in a single week by the entire county of Los Angeles. But 
we will keep the environment cleaner, and spare nature somewhat through recy-
cling and thus contribute to the Capitalist system. But what has this to do with 
Religious School or Judaism? Several telephone calls from parents, “I send my 
children to religious school to learn about being Jewish, not to collect newspa-
pers.” Is it Jewish to collect newspapers; is it Jewish to care about making a more 
human environment?
Monday again—A call from the Free Angela Davis Committee and the 
Committee for the Berrigan Brothers, and the Jewish Defense League, and UCLA 
all wanting to use our facilities so that someone can speak here. A disgruntled 
union calling, complaining about the labor practices of one of our members.
Another week has begun.
C OMMENTARY BY R ABBI  KENNETH CHASEN
When I first read Rabbi Beerman’s sermon, I was reminded of one of the Torah’s 
most mysterious passages  .  .  . Numbers 19, which details the rules pertaining 
to the red heifer, an animal that was used in an ancient purification process 
for anyone who had touched a dead body. The person in question was to be 
sprinkled with the ashes of a perfect, unblemished red heifer cow on the third 
and seventh days after contact. This was supposed to purify him . . . but it was 
also said to leave the priest who had sprinkled the ashes in an impure state. Now 
he required healing.
One of my mentors, the longtime chaplain at Cedars-Sinai Medical Center in 
Los Angeles, Rabbi Levi Meier, of blessed memory, once wrote of this passage: 
“The person who heals becomes wounded by the experience.”
Clearly, this is what has happened to Rabbi Siegel, and he hungers for healing 
of his own. But Rabbi Beerman offers us a different lens through which to view 
the everyday struggles and sufferings that accompany his service as the Healer-in-
Chief of Leo Baeck Temple. He sees himself bearing all the consequences that his 
care for others has produced. However, he experiences his wounds not as lesions 
that must be treated. Rather, they are the hard-won portals through which wis-
dom, whimsy, and vision have entered him. Yes, there are cracks upon his surface. 
Some run quite a bit deeper than the surface. Yet as Leonard Cohen noted, “There 
are cracks in everything. That’s how the light gets in.”
Now, it is upon me to lead Leo Baeck Temple with Rabbi Beerman’s awareness 
of the great gifts that come with being a wounded healer. We all get to decide what 
to make of our wounds . . .
83
12
Rabbi Beerman’s To-Do List
The date on this list is given as “Achshav Achshav Achshav” (“Now, Now, Now” in 
Hebrew), indicating the urgency Beerman felt for the causes enumerated, including 
his desire to buy Baskin-Robbins, presumably to satisfy his love of ice cream.
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Figure 14. Rabbi Beerman’s To-Do list.
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Yom Kippur Eve—Vocation of a Rabbi
September 17, 1972
In this Kol Nidre sermon, Leonard Beerman reveals important facets of his personal-
ity and theology. With an erudition lightly worn, he laid out his vision of religion, as 
well as the vocation of the rabbi. Beerman was mindful that not all of his congregants 
applauded his bold political stands and statements; no doubt, they would have pre-
ferred a spiritual leader who hewed to the mainstream. But in this sermon, on the 
day when the largest number of listeners was in attendance, he rejected this aspira-
tion. It was impossible for religion to be disengaged from politics—and by extension, 
for a rabbi not to be political. It was the rabbi’s job to assure the “moral grandeur” of 
Judaism by insisting that it raise rather than blunt the conscience of Jews.
As a prototype for this role, Beerman turned unsurprisingly to the Hebrew 
 prophets—and more specifically, to Isaiah, whose words are read on Yom Kippur 
day. Like Beerman himself, Isaiah did not aim to please. He railed against his con-
temporaries who deluded themselves into thinking that rote performance of external 
rituals (such as fasting) would led to repentance. The mandated act, the prophet 
exclaimed, was “to unlock the fetters of wickedness, and untie the cords of the yoke; to 
let the oppressed go free; to break off every yoke” (Isa. 58:6). Calling out injustice was 
the prophet’s—and the rabbi’s—most important mission. In assuming this mantle, 
Beerman here took aim at the moral numbing that Jews had undergone, losing their 
sensitivity to the loss of life of others—and particularly to the millions of victims who 
were injured or killed in the Vietnam War.
Last year about this time I was given a cartoon depicting a bearded man marching 
with a large placard on which were inscribed the words “Repent now; avoid the 
Yom Kippur rush.”
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It was a great idea, but we all know it doesn’t work. When it comes to repen-
tance, we do not avoid the crowds, nor are we particularly as individualistic as we 
normally are. We prefer to take our repentance collectively. And so it has always 
been for us Jews.
It is the theme of repentance that sets this day apart from all others, and brings 
us together to observe it in a great show of strength. We Jews have always been 
small in number. We have never enjoyed political sophistication or power, with 
perhaps the exception of the Solomonic kingdom, 2,900 years ago. Nor has small-
ness of numbers, persecution, martyrdom, ancient or modern, transformed us 
into a morally superior people. We are and always have been incorrigibly human 
and fallible, prone to greed, sloth, and selfishness, and all the other vices both 
individually and collectively. But one of the greatest glories of our heritage is that 
it has not only never denied this, but in recognition of it has made this day of 
 atonement—this Sabbath of Sabbaths, the day of repentance for the whole house-
hold of Israel—a day to seek repentance in all aspects of our lives where we negate 
by word or deed the ideals we claim to cherish. This is an annual reminder of the 
distance that separates our values and our conduct. It is a celebration of moral 
failure. It is therefore a call to conscience.
But a call to conscience implies that we have a conscience, that there are stan-
dards by which we measure our personal lives and our collective lives as well. We 
shrink from this responsibility. It implies, with Cassius, that the fault is not in our 
stars but in ourselves, that we are not the persons we pretend to be or wish to be.
Struggling with such questions is the professional task of the rabbi. Some of 
you would insist that that is what he is paid to do. Struggling with the question of 
conscience is the job of the rabbis, and their function on Yom Kippur is to serve 
as a guide to their congregation, to aid all of you through the process. To do this 
we try to make the vision contained in Judaism relevant to the world, as we per-
ceive it. We cannot speak for you but only to you. We cannot even speak for the 
Jewish point of view. Out of the discipline of whatever learning and understand-
ing of Judaism is ours as rabbis, we may say that this is a Jewish point of view 
that we bring before you. We try to speak with conviction and honesty. But to 
do so we must face the challenge of learning as we teach. And when we try to be 
serious about our task we know that what we say will not only comfort but also 
disturb. I have no burning desire to disturb you, upset you, but I am convinced 
that there are enough sedatives and tranquilizers traversing the bloodstreams of 
the members of this congregation alone, without adding to their number. There 
are enough clergy around to perform this role. As a model for this, one should 
go to the East Room of the White House on a Sunday morning, where each week 
two or three hundred invited guests, especially token priests and pastors . . . All 
of them solid, respectable, all of them giving their blessing to whatever it is that 
the President is doing.
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Wherever it appears, in the White House, in churches or synagogues, this is not 
authentic religion. Wherever religion does no more than sedate and tranquilize, it 
becomes a drug, a snare, a delusion.
Some of you have been complaining that this pulpit and this temple are too 
political. A religion must be political. A religion divorced from politics is a religion 
divorced from life and from people. I am not talking here about partisan poli-
tics and supporting candidates in elections, which we never did, and shouldn’t be 
doing. No, religion must be political because this world is political, for this world 
has to do with the decisions we make, the decisions that determine who shall live 
and who shall die, and how we live and how we die. A religion that does not help 
us, cajole us to confront the moral issues present in all of this, is another tranquil-
izer; it is at best a subordinate amusement. “It does not originate, it reacts.” As C. 
Wright Mills once said, “It does not denounce, it adapts. It does not set forth new 
models of conduct, it imitates. It does not move the heart, it hardens it. It does not 
stir the conscience, it blunts the conscience.”
A religion that blunts the conscience is deficient because it is rooted in selfish-
ness. It is cowardly because it is afraid to define and expose what is morally atro-
cious. It is sterile because its passion is artificial. And further, those who want a 
Jewish religion which blunts the conscience would rob Judaism of what I believe is 
its moral grandeur, its heroic dignity, its power to exalt and condemn.
In light of these convictions what could a rabbi say to his congregation on the 
eve of the Day of Atonement? He might say that because of the serious expectations 
and demands of Yom Kippur, to confront our conscience, to seek repentance, to 
acknowledge our moral failure, the observance of Yom Kippur by this congregation 
is an appalling absurdity. From God’s point of view it is an attempt to blackmail 
with a show of morality. The whole performance is intolerably pretentious. The 
smugness, the self-righteousness, the dogmatic refusal to admit your complicity in 
evil, the prayers, the fasting add up to sheer nothingness.
Lest you think I am being arrogant or blasphemous, what I have just said was 
a fairly accurate paraphrase of the words of the prophet Isaiah, which we will be 
hearing tomorrow morning. After a scathing denunciation of the day and its ritu-
als Isaiah demanded freedom for all, and an end to poverty; he called for a radical 
change of both a social and personal nature. I can assure you that he displeased 
more than eighty percent of those who heard him, and had very few friends at the 
end of his sermon. That his words were preserved at all is a tribute to the passion 
for justice and truth that may weaken but never totally disappear from the Jewish 
people. Isaiah was himself something of an aristocrat, urbane, sophisticated, well-
bred. He spoke in an era when there was a priesthood, a temple cult, animal sacri-
fices, and a nobility of considerable wealth, power, and privilege. He wasn’t tactful; 
he didn’t entertain. He stormed, warned, threatened, and promised hope only at 
the price of radical change. Hundreds of years later his book was included with 
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that collection of books we call the Jewish Bible; and centuries after that the rabbis 
took out of his writings this passage and ordained that it be read on Yom Kippur. 
Surely it is a tribute to the Jewish people that on the holiest of days this denuncia-
tion of the rituals of the day can be read, is read from year to year. I stand in awe, 
in reverence, in gratitude before such a heritage of truth.
But rabbis are not prophets, nor are they sons of prophets. Even the suggestion 
of an analogy of roles is infected with arrogance. Yet surely something of that spirit 
lives in all of us who have inherited it, it lives on whenever we insist that we will 
not settle for what is, but only for what can be. Whenever we resist the forces that 
blunt the conscience we keep alive something of the glory of that Jewish spirit. 
Whenever we insist that religion cannot be divorced from life and from people, we 
breathe life into the Jewish spirit. Whenever we seek repentance we acknowledge 
a yearning to be finer, nobler and thus give more life to that spirit. In Judaism, Leo 
Baeck once taught us, the highest possible standard is imposed upon us. “The ethi-
cal command with its ceaseless Thou shalt, stands before us and demands our life. 
Our ethical consciousness is a consciousness of an unending task. If we can feel a 
reverence toward this task, then we can feel a reverence toward ourselves.”
So we are challenged not to blunt the conscience, but to awaken it, not to pre-
tentions of virtue, but to the acknowledgement of moral failure.
The rabbi who ventures to lead his congregation up this path is aware that he 
is engaged in a dangerous mission. For the rabbi is the bearer of a dark secret. He 
knows he is the servant of a religion which was not fashioned in a comfortable 
suburb, a religion which rarely developed any passion for the dilemmas of the 
privileged and the affluent. The calf worshippers of old who stood at the foot of 
Sinai sincerely believed that they were worshipping the God of Israel. A rabbi who 
serves a congregation as fashionable and respectable as this one, feels more like an 
Aaron, the brother of Moses, who took the gold, fashioned the calf, and gave the 
people what they wanted. The rabbi who serves the enlightened and privileged 
knows he is the bearer of a religion whose God pants after the disinherited, the 
underprivileged, the lonely, the abandoned, the forgotten, the pursued. Its God is 
the God of the hunted, not of the hunter, of the defeated, not of the victor.
It is a religion not of pious sentimentality, a faith, Heine once said, “not of mus-
cular boys like the beautiful Greeks, but of men, powerful, indomitable men, who 
fought and suffered [not on the battlefield of war], but on the battlefield of human 
thought.” It was a religion whose most cogent and undisguised invectives were 
directed against those Jews who might imitate the boorish refinement of the gen-
tile, their manner, their foods, their dress, their affectations, their games. Do you 
remember the riotous caricature of that in Portnoy, when Philip Roth wrote: “Let 
them (if you know who I mean) gorge themselves on anything and everything that 
moves, no matter how odious and abject the animal, no matter how grotesque or 
schmutzig or dumb the creature in question happens to be . . . all they know, these 
imbecilic eaters of the execrable, is to swagger, to insult, to sneer, and sooner or 
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later to hit. Oh, they also know how to go out into the woods with a gun, these 
geniuses, and kill innocent deer, deer who themselves nosh quietly on berries and 
grasses, and then go on their way, bothering no one . . . there isn’t enough to eat in 
this world; they have to eat up the deer as well. They will eat anything anything they 
can get their big goy hands on! And the terrifying corollary, they will do anything 
as well.”
How does the teacher, the rabbi, or any knowledgeable Jew take this tradition 
and with it its literature of loneliness and pain, and the excruciating joy that is born 
out of being in the company of the insulted, the injured, and the defeated—how 
does one take all of this to guide his privileged congregation on the path that leads 
to the acknowledgement of moral failure, the awakening of conscience? How does 
the rabbi lead them through the well-manicured wilderness of their own lives, 
the lack of care, the lack of sensitivity to wives, husbands, children? How shall he 
lead them through the many valleys of neglect, a fellow Jew crying out for help in 
the Soviet Union, in Israel, in America itself? How shall he lead them through the 
enormous neighborhoods of poverty, racial injustice, urban decay—a neighbor-
hood that grows and festers with each passing day? How shall he lead them past 
a million charred and mangled bodies of Vietnamese men, women, and children, 
twelve million more wounded or homeless, all victims of the soldiers and airmen 
and the bombs, and the bullets, and the napalm you and the rabbi have paid for? 
At this very moment, as we meet, even on this Sabbath of Sabbaths, our money 
kills . . . (the air grows colder on this path, very cold).
Men who kill, we have come to learn—Jews who kill, Arabs who kill, Americans 
and Vietnamese who kill, Germans who killed, all of them—we have come to learn, 
undergo a psychic numbing. No great psychological work, Dr. Robert Lifton says, 
is needed in order to avoid feeling the suffering of one’s victim. Technologically 
distanced from those they kill, our young American pilots are preoccupied only 
with efficiency and performance. But this psychic numbing affects all of us. We 
have been brought to the point of exhaustion, an exhaustion of sensibility—it is 
boring and tiring to think about the war, more tiring than to wage it. The pilots 
who deliver the bombs on the Vietnamese at Quang Tri or Hanoi are as undis-
turbed as the postmen who deliver letters to our homes. The air war is a powerful 
but nonetheless boring symbol of the numbed violence that dominates our time.
How shall the rabbi lead his congregation through this freezing climate when 
numbing has set in, where Jewish hearts respond only to the terror that brings 
Jewish death? Are there still Jewish hearts that can beat with compassion for 
everything that lives, that can be passionately concerned for the defense of human 
life—Arab and Jew, American and Vietnamese—that can feel the terrible sorrow 
of being a part of the great fellowship of anguish? Who without condoning mur-
der, or being passive before it, can still comprehend that we are all victims and 
executioners, those who kill, those who are killed, those who pay for the killing, 
and those who do it?
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We all need to pray for forgiveness for one another, and nothing I know expresses 
that prayer better than these words of Daniel Berrigan:
We pray the God of peace
And of unity
And of decency for all men,
For the victims
And the executioners,
For those who stand in court as judged
And as judging,
For those who endure our jails,
And our stockades
And our trenches
And our army depots
And our ships,
Hastening on the works of destruction.
Let us pray for all those
Who lie under bombs,
And for those who dispatch them,
And for those who make them;
Let us pray for the innocent,
For the villagers,
And for the soldiers,
And for those who go to kill
And are killed
Without ever knowing the alternatives
That have awakened in us.
Let us pray for those
Who are powerful
And for those who are powerless;
The path that leads to repentance is the path of yearning for the beautification 
of all existence. The path that leads to repentance is a winding way, overgrown 
with the thorns and thistles of hatred and suspicion, and it leads through a 
wilderness of doubt and despair. Only those whose faith in human decency is 
unlimited by fences of national, racial, ethnic, or religious differences, only they 
may dare to tread this path. But the reward will be equal to the effort, for the 
path leads to the very summit of our hopes. And when we have at last climbed 
to the top and by our own effort ascended the highest peak, then God will show 
us his vision of the future, for only then will we deserve to see it. On that day 
mankind will be cleansed from its sins and will sing a hymn of victory for the 
human spirit.
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C OMMENTARY BY R ABBI  SHARON BROUS
“The prophet’s word,” Heschel wrote, “is a scream in the night. While the world 
is at ease and asleep, the prophet feels the blast from Heaven . . .” What happens 
when a chasm grows between the rabbi and his congregation? When he lies awake 
at night, tormented by the blast from Heaven, the call of injustice from the street, 
but they would rather not be bothered? Who among us is willing to lead a flock out 
of the comfort of carefully manicured and rarified lives into the anguish? Who is 
willing to trouble the waters? Heschel learned from Jeremiah, Ezekiel, Amos, and 
Isaiah that the prophet’s duty is to speak truth, whether the people hear or refuse to 
hear. But rather than take this call to heart, we read prophetic excoriations Shabbat 
morning in lilted tones, troubled only when the reader takes too long or stumbles 
over the musical notes. We, the descendants of prophets, have forgotten our call-
ing. We have become convinced that our primary job is to not lose our job.
Leonard Beerman never forgot. He knew and lived that call of the prophet, 
long before it was fashionable. He did it because he knew that we needed it—not 
only his congregation, not only the Jewish people, but all who take religion seri-
ously. “Wherever religion does no more than sedate and tranquilize,” he wrote, 
“it becomes a drug, a snare, a delusion.” His insistence that we fight not to blunt 




Fast between Rosh Hashanah and Yom 
Kippur  to Protest Munich and Vietnam
September 1972
Beerman’s call in 1972 for a fast between Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur (September 
9–18) was the result of two events that weighed heavily on him: the ongoing U.S. mili-
tary action in Vietnam, including the destructive American bombing campaign that 
he unrelentingly opposed; and the murderous attack on the Israeli Olympic team 
by Palestinian terrorists in Munich on September 5–6 of that year. The pairing of 
these two events reflected the integration of two facets of his personality and areas 
of concern: the universal and the Jewish. The mode of his protest, a fast, reflected his 
appreciation for the “Ten Days of Repentance” between Rosh Hashanah and Yom 
Kippur as a time of deep introspection and self-reflection.
The increasing complacency toward the violent and meaningless destruction of 
human life should be of particular concern to the Jewish community during the 
season of the Days of Awe. We feel that it is vital to express our intense anguish 
over the massacre in Munich and the massive bombing of Vietnam, to engage in 
serious self-scrutiny regarding our past efforts to oppose such violence, as a means 
of strengthening our affirmation of the sacredness of human life.
We shall therefore participate in a Fast for Life for 48 hours during the week 
between Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur. We invite our fellow Jews to join us in 
this liquid fast and to participate with us in daily services to be held at Leo Baeck 
Temple during the noon hour, Sunday, Monday, and Tuesday.
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C OMMENTARY BY PROFESSOR STEVEN J.  ROSS
Leonard Beerman’s sermons and calls to action were never meant to comfort. 
Rather, he wanted to create a profound sense of unease, the greater the unease 
the better. Complacent Jews were complicit Jews. Silence in the face of atrocities, 
whether committed against Jews or any human being, was simply unacceptable. 
For Leonard, a death was a death. He grieved as much for the five misguided 
Palestinians who murdered eleven Israeli Olympians at the Munich games as he 
did for their victims; and he grieved equally for the millions of South and North 
Vietnamese civilians killed by war.
A devout pacifist, Leonard Beerman hated war and the senseless destruction it 
brought. He cared little about laying blame; he cared only for the victims and the 
anguish experienced by their families and friends.
Like Moses Maimonides, Leonard did not ask congregants to be like the bibli-
cal Moses. He asked them to be the best of themselves. They could not undo the 
attacks at the Munich Olympics. Nor could they stop the relentless bombing of 
men, women, and children in Vietnam. But they could ask themselves what they 
could do to protest all forms of senseless violence.
In the fall of 1972, he challenged the members of Leo Baeck Temple to join him 
in a forty-eight-hour Fast for Life during the week between Rosh Hashanah and 
Yom Kippur. He wanted his congregation and friends to suffer a pain that would 
remind them of the pain experienced by the victims of senseless violence. This 
would not stop the death and destruction he so loathed, but it would be a start 
toward ending the complacency that allowed such vile acts to happen.
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My Troubles with God;  
God’s Troubles with Me
February 9, 1979
This Friday evening sermon reveals Leonard Beerman’s unusual candor as a rabbi. He 
openly confesses to finding little meaning in conventional ideas of God. He unfolds this 
idea through a series of autobiographical insights, beginning with the innocent prayers 
he offered as a young boy on behalf of his family through his more mature encounters 
with theological arguments and doubts. To an extent, the poles of this internal debate 
are marked off by Beerman’s frequent attraction to the Dutch philosopher Spinoza, 
whose view of God as nature appealed to him, and the recurrent problem of theodicy. 
Throughout his life, Beerman could not leave behind him the question of how a just 
God could allow for such misery and barbarity in the world. He formulated this query 
in an age when thinkers had begun to develop the “death of God” theological tradition, 
associated in the Jewish tradition with Richard L. Rubinstein (with whom Beerman 
once had a tense exchange over Franklin Delano Roosevelt).
In sharing his own meditations with his congregants, Beerman engages a host of 
prominent thinkers from Marx to Leo Baeck. He ends up less of an atheist shorn of all 
belief than an agnostic for whom struggling with the idea of God is itself an essential 
vocation of the Jew. Like the biblical Jacob, whose adopted name of Israel means “to 
struggle with God,” Beerman here displays honesty and integrity in attempting to 
make sense both of his theology and his profession.
The ancient rabbis tell us that Judaism stands on three pillars: on Torah (or study), 
on Prayer, and on the Practice of Good Deeds. Corresponding to these are the 
names of the synagogue: a house of study, a house of prayer, and a house of demo-
cratic assembly. But not only does Judaism stand on prayer, study, and good deeds, 
but also on God, Torah, and Israel.
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Judaism stands on three pillars, but does your Judaism, rabbi, stand on all three? 
A person can stand on two legs, but can a Jew stand on good deeds and study, 
without prayer? Or can one be concerned with Torah, and the Jewish people, and 
not believe in God? Such are the problems of rabbis but I sense that they afflict 
many Jews. Most of us have problems with God. I have always had them, ever 
since I left my childhood behind me. Somewhere in my childhood (did this hap-
pen to you as well?) I learned that God had a human form, although he couldn’t 
be seen; that he was all-powerful and all-good, and that he knew everything I did, 
and that He judged everyone by his acts; that He rewarded and He punished, that 
He was there . . .1
I am not a theologian, nor am I the son of a theologian, but just an ordinary con-
gregational rabbi, as all of you know. Years ago–exactly ten years ago–when my 
friend Richard Levy was assistant rabbi here at Leo Baeck Temple, he described 
one of the frequent and important functions of the rabbi of this congregation, 
which was to serve as a tour guide. And, like all tour guides, after a time you devel-
oped a kind of pattern, explaining to the visitors who came to this congregation, 
how all the light switches of this Temple are on the opposite end of the room from 
the entrance and how the architects thoughtfully provided a diversion for dull ser-
mons, by allowing wandering minds to count the holes over the ark. Richard used 
to say that the part of the tour he likes the most was the little sermon he developed 
for the three sets of doors directly facing the main entrance to the Temple; and if 
you are ever called upon to conduct a tour of our synagogue, here’s a ready-made 
sermon for all of you to use. And this is how it goes:
The ancient rabbis tell us that Judaism stands on three pillars: on Torah (or 
study), on Prayer, and on the Practice of Good Deeds. Corresponding to these are 
the names of the synagogue: a house of study, a house of prayer, and a house of 
democratic assembly: Bet Midrash, Bet Tefila, Bet Kneset. You open our sanctuary 
door and there you introduce the tourist to the house of prayer. You open the social 
hall door and show them the house of meeting, or democratic assembly. And you 
open the library door and you show them the house of study. Then you go on to 
say that not only does Judaism stand on prayer, study, and good deeds; but also 
on God, Torah, and Israel. And then off the grateful tourists will go, leaving you 
behind to ruminate on what you’ve just told the visitor. Judaism stands on three 
things: but, does your Judaism, rabbi, stand on all three? A person can stand on 
two legs. Can a Jew stand on good deeds and study, without prayer? Or can’t one 
be concerned with Torah, and the Jewish people, and not believe in God? Such are 
the problems of rabbinic tour guides. Perhaps they will not afflict you when your 
turn comes. But I sense that most of us have problems with God. I have always 
had them, ever since I left my childhood behind me. Somewhere in my childhood 
and perhaps this happened to you as well, somewhere I learned that God had a 
human form although he couldn’t be seen; that he was all-powerful and all-good, 
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and that he knew everything I did, and that he judged everyone by his acts; that 
he rewarded and he punished, that he was there in time of danger and sorrow; 
that there was a purpose behind everything that happened, even though I could 
not always understand it; and that he was a loving Father, or rather a Grandfather, 
sometimes with a white beard, distant and near, someone who answered when 
you prayed even though the answer was sometimes “No.” And every night before 
I went to sleep I prayed the same prayer to this God, a prayer which my parents 
taught me. It calmed my fear of the night and of the darkness that sleep would 
always bring. I said it for so many years of my childhood that I remember it still. 
And this is the way it went.
Before I sleep I close my eyes
To Thee, oh God, my thoughts arise
I thank thee for the blessings all
Which come to us, thy children small.
And then, very quickly, I blessed all the members of my family, the most recently 
born, the last: God bless mommy–daddy–sissie–grandma–Jackie. And then, 
Shema Yisrael, Adonai Elohenu, Adonai Ehad—in the old Askenazic way—Hear, O 
Israel; the Lord our God, the Lord is one.
That was the prayer I prayed every night. And especially before tests in school—
and tennis matches, when I was thirteen. I prayed when my sister lay bleeding 
from a rare blood disease, when I had typhoid fever after swimming in the filthy 
Shiawasee River that meandered through the small Michigan town of my gram-
mar school days. But somehow, as I grew up, I began to have troubles with this 
God. I suppose it was because I couldn’t understand why he let so many troubles 
come to the young and the helpless, why there was so much pain around, why 
there was so much disease and poverty . . . war and famine and cruelty. I learned 
along the way, some history and science. I read some philosophy. That did it. The 
old, simple, naïve theology of my childhood gave way before this learning. The 
God of my childhood was soon as outdated as my childhood.
In college I had to learn the proofs of Anselm and Aquinas, and how to demolish 
them. God became for me a matter for speculation and rejection, and then forgot-
ten altogether. Oh, in my home we welcomed Shabbas and Pessah. I recited the 
motzi and Bore Pree Hagoffen every Shabbas. We avoided the forbidden foods. We 
ate the matzo and scorned the bread. I was bored, like most of the young people 
in my town, by Rosh Hashannah and Yom Kippur. But we were Jews, and I didn’t 
think too much about it—until, in my senior year of college, when uncertain about 
the direction I must take, I left school, tramped around the country for some six 
months, found a job, and then, lonely, found my way to a shelf of Jewish books in the 
public library in a small town far from home, and began devouring with a strange, 
relentless pleasure, literature, history, philosophy, theology—all Jewish—and knew 
suddenly that I had found a possible direction for myself—to become a rabbi.
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I returned to college for my final year, discussed the matter with my closest 
friend, who would go on to become a psychoanalyst. I remember his shocking dec-
laration—“You can’t become a rabbi—You don’t believe in God.” “By God, you’re 
right,” I said. “I must go and find one”—and with the passionate innocence that 
delayed adolescents wear, I poured over books in the college library until I found 
Spinoza, and his intellectual love of God—the God who was the underlying unity, 
that substratum, he called it, beneath and within all reality. And I took that for my 
very own and, carrying him in my intellectual baggage, went off to Cincinnati, as I 
took up my studies for the rabbinate. There I was taught the important principles 
of Reform Judaism. I learned that Judaism was a rational religion—that it encour-
ages Jews to think for themselves and to accept only what was believable to them. I 
learned that Judaism addresses itself to the intellect and that its chief contribution 
to civilization was the concept of the one ethical monotheistic God. I learned also 
that Judaism was compatible with the best—the very best—of modern science and 
philosophy, and that the primary manifestation of devotion to this faith was an 
ethical life, which expresses itself in the responsibility for society and for the entire 
world. The crucial thing for us as students was the properly developed, reasoned 
idea. The crucial thing for us was to sophisticate our thinking. That was the highest 
expression of Judaism for us. We really didn’t give much of a damn about some of 
the practical problems of the rabbinate. We really weren’t interested in the rab-
binate. We were, in my days, interested in cultivating our mind and our thought. 
And the school was divided into intellectual battlefields, but we were all agreed 
that somehow we were in the vanguard of change. We learned at college—at the 
Hebrew Union College—how not to take the Bible and the prayer book literally. 
We accepted the scientific implausibility of biblical stories of creation, of images 
of God, of miracles. The Bible, we learned, spoke the language and thought of its 
time; and we would speak in the language and thought of our time and thus be 
true Jews. The Bible was myth or legend, and some of it was history, and we were 
able to make the distinction, with the help of critical methodology, between myth 
and history. There was still, in that Bible, a reality worth preserving—a reality to 
be found there. Oh we’d choke sometimes in reading some of the passages of the 
prayer book in English. In Hebrew we were able to avoid their literal meaning and 
somehow deal with them and even respond to them. Some of us were attracted 
to the thinking of Mordecai Kaplan, the professor of Jewish Ethics at the Jewish 
Theological Seminary of America, who taught us, or at least tried to teach us, that 
we had to do away—he said—with the supernatural idea of God, and replace it 
with a naturalistic idea of God . . . that we had to think of God as the sum of the 
forces and conditions in the universe, and in human beings, which impel us to ful-
fill ourselves as human beings. We argued that the primary concern in Judaism is 
with the way of life—a way of life involving a sense of tradition and a determination 
to realize certain ideals in the concrete process of our existence—to move from the 
historic past with these ideals, by realizing them, into a Messianic future. From 
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Sinai we would move to justice for the orphan and the widow and the stranger 
and the abolition of war and the bringing of peace and harmony. The brother-
hood of man is what we called it in those days before the era of feminism. We 
argued that Judaism is not an accumulation of beliefs. Christianity had imposed 
that way of thinking about religious faith on all of Western Civilization, but Jews, 
primarily, had never been concerned with belief. And we quoted always from the 
 rabbis—When we appear before the throne of judgment we will not be asked, 
“Have you believed in God? Have you prayed?” No, we will be asked—“Have you 
dealt honorably and faithfully with your fellow man?” Our religion encouraged 
not only this, but also the search for truth. There were no dogmas, we were taught, 
in Judaism. Every generation of Jewish history had produced a new vision—a new 
understanding—of everything, including God. So it was with Abraham and Isaac 
and Jacob. Each of their visions of God and experiences of God was different. 
Did Jews believe that God existed? They had no word for existence. There was no 
effort made, we were taught, to define God—except always under the influence of 
the outside culture, particularly in medieval times—Jewish philosophers wrestled 
with the competition of the contemporary science of their generation.
Well, such was the stuff of our reasoning. And these notions carried us along. We 
made our peace with the psychoanalytic criticism of religion as illusion, insisting 
that that Freudian concept referred not to us but to orthodox religion. That indeed 
was an illusion, but not the kind of religion we were talking about. We agreed with 
Marx, most of us, that religion was the opiate of the masses—that religion had 
always functioned historically, to keep the dispossessed dispossessed, by diverting 
them from the truth about the cause of their condition. We insisted that that, too, 
referred to orthodox religion—traditional religion—Jewish and Christian—but not 
to us. Yet we were troubled that ours was the religion serving, very clearly, the 
upper middle class, graced with the good manners of that class—hardly demon-
strating any seriousness about their Judaism—hardly showing any passion about 
the realization of the prophetic ethic, about undoing the evils of our society. Yes, 
we were able to believe that our religious faith permitted us, encouraged us, to 
be modern and Jewish at the same time. Yet we were always aware that the most 
vibrant activities of the general culture were not religious, but secular. We often—
we rabbis—often made our best friends among the atheists and the agnostics—and 
felt closer to them than some of the believers.
I had grasped what I thought was the central theme of Jewish thinking—To 
believe in oneself—to believe in the inalienable right of Jews to legislate for them-
selves, to define for ourselves on the basis of informed thinking, the structure and 
the content of Judaism—to define for ourselves the content of our Jewish life. I 
searched for the ways of enhancing my humanity and the humanity of my con-
gregants and in the process of stressing this human role, I neglected the role of 
God. I was a Humanist. I retained some abiding faith in humanity. I retained some 
abiding faith in the ultimate triumph of human beings. And I confess to you that I 
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still do. For many people, that faith in humanity died when our people were killed 
at Auschwitz and Dachau and Bergen-Belsen, and the rest. That faith in humanity 
died in Vietnam—it died in the resistance to civil rights—it died in the exploitation 
of natural resources—it died in the continuing impoverishment of the poor. That 
faith died in the cynicism that has afflicted all of us in our culture, when we contem-
plated the banality of the evil perpetrated by our leaders. That faith died in the pres-
ence of the corruption which pervades even the highest of Western Civilizations. 
Those, as my colleague, Eugene Borowitz has said, those who put humanity in 
God’s place found that they had frequently put a monster there. The God of tri-
umphant modernism, he said, the God of faith in the omnipotence of education 
and culture and advancing scientific knowledge—that God fell for many when its 
arrogant ruthlessness was revealed. Many people filled this vacuum, and still do, by 
fleeing from society—by seeking refuge in the self, through the self. I did not join 
that flight, myself; but many people in this congregation did, and still do. Others 
fled into a new traditionalism—into orthodoxy. Others fled to a God who would 
tell them exactly what to do. And this became the ground in which all of the cults 
developed—those cults at least which demand absolute belief. It also became the 
ground which attracted so many again to Jewish orthodoxy. But most of the Jews 
we know would not choose to go that way. Oh, we would be attracted to some of 
the outer manifestations of tradition to yarmulkas and the like. We (as we did at 
Leo Baeck Temple) would invite over the Lubovitcher Hasidim to speak to us, and 
even into our homes. Some few in this congregation would envy the authenticity 
of some of these Orthodox Jews, but almost none of us were willing to accept their 
way of life—to accept the rigidity and the absolutism it demanded of us. In such 
a time as ours it becomes difficult to believe in anything. It certainly is difficult to 
believe in human reason. It certainly is difficult to believe in morality. It certainly is 
difficult to believe in people—and it certainly is difficult to believe in God.
All of the institutions we once believed in, we liberals—many of the people we 
believed in, betrayed us. What kind of a God would abide such a world? “If God 
is God,” the poet MacLeish said, in his play “Job”—“He is not good. And if God 
is good, He is not God.” Belief, steady belief has really not been possible for me. 
There were those whose faith was able to stand firm amidst all of these assaults. 
There were those who experienced only momentary failures of faith—only doubt. 
Borowitz reminds us that Leo Baeck, the great rabbi of Berlin, after whom our 
congregation was named, lived out the closing days of his life in Theresien, in a 
concentration camp.2 He witnessed the destruction of European Jewry—yet he 
emerged from that camp without any apparent need to revise the thinking—the 
thought that he had developed in a number of written works in the happier times 
of his life. He was able to do that, in spite of the trauma which he experienced—
but not so with me. I had difficulty in accepting a God of history—a God who 
intervenes in the affairs of nations—a God who was all-powerful. And now my 
effort to comprehend the meaning of human brutality, the senseless war, the cruel 
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waste of human potentiality—all that convinced me that either such a God was 
a ruthless murderer, or there was no such a God at all. There is no God who 
ordains that millions of Jews must die; that blacks and Chicanos and other minor-
ity groups must live in isolation—that millions upon millions of men, women, 
and children must be forever doomed to live in hunger, beset by disease and pov-
erty. And if there be such a God, I dedicate my life to fighting against him. Yet, I 
believe in the possibility of a reality greater than myself, beyond my understand-
ing. There are many mysteries in my world—something finer than I can imagine. 
There is for me, many times, a presence beyond the human presence. It is a pres-
ence that is full of awe. I surely comprehend, or dimly apprehend, that there are 
inner forces at work in the world, itself . . . something creative—something that 
exalts. I have felt it on a hilltop, by the sea, in the face of a child, in the theater, 
on a canvas, in the presence of music. I have felt it when I sat beside the dying. I 
have felt it in a moment of prayer. I have felt it when the cantor sings. I believe it 
is possible to communicate with whatever this presence is, although I experience 
that presence never constantly—but only in fragments and in moments. I come 
to my life and my thought and my experience, not just as a single human being—
not unattached. My individuality—my singularity as a human being, is a part of 
a people—a historic people—Jewish people. I come to my life with a cultivated 
consciousness of my people’s past. And I come to my life with an awareness of my 
connection with all human beings—and my goal—which I believe to be the goal 
of Jews throughout the centuries—is essentially the same as it has always been to 
create for myself—to create for every person, a life that will somehow sanctify the 
ordinary part of my existence, to help create a society in which holiness, as was 
imagined by those who conjured up the metaphor of God’s Kingdom of Earth, in 
which such holiness can be realized. I experience this all as a kind of command. 
Leo Baeck spoke of experiencing the mystery and the commandment. The mys-
tery of life is the awareness of being in the presence of powers and forces beyond 
our understanding—that fill us with a sense of humility and awe and reverence. 
The commandment of life is the realization that we have been given a task to 
fulfill—that something has been asked of us—to fulfill ourselves as Jews and as 
human beings. I do not know the source of this command, although my ancestors 
gave many names to it—Yahweh—Elohim, Adonai, Shadai, and the English lan-
guage was to endow it with the name God. I do not believe in the God of whom it 
may be asked—“Do you believe in God?” Such a God, of whom it may be asked, 
“Do you believe in God?” is a mere concept—an idea. It is as humanly significant 
to me as asking me if I believe in the Second Law of Thermodynamics. What dif-
ference will it make in my life if I believe in God as concept or don’t believe in 
it? What difference will I make in my life if I say—“Yes, I believe in such a God.” 
The experience of the nameless—of the presence—of the commanding presence 
of God, if you will—that will give reality to the meaning of the name, for it is in 
the experience that there is meaning. I believe in the possibility of an exalting 
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presence. I believe in an ultimate presence within me, and all of you, and all of 
being. And I see all of that as being in the process of becoming something that has 
not yet been realized in my life—or in yours—or anyone else’s.
The original name for God, according to our ancient teachers, was Yahweh—
the nameless name—the forbidden name. We don’t know exactly how to pro-
nounce the name, even when we dare to pronounce it. We’re not even sure what it 
means. Yet, by its form, it suggests a simple definition—He who causes to be. He 
who is somehow responsible for the process of becoming. And isn’t that what all 
of us seek? To be a part of all of the processes that are at work in the universe of 
our personal lives and in the lives of those about us—everywhere? The process of 
becoming—the process of the realization of whatever it is we were meant to be.
I have many troubles with the word God. I prefer not to use it. It embarrasses 
me, because it crowds in upon me with its difficulties. I suppose God, if such there 
be, has troubles with the likes of me. We Jews have never been at peace with God. 
Even our ancestor from whom our people derives its name—our ancestor, Jacob, 
once wrestled with God. And his name was changed to Israel . . . which became the 
name of our people—the name of the State of Israel. Israel means He Who Strives 
With God. He Who Wrestles With God. Such has been the task of the Jews—some 
of the best and worst Jews over the centuries. Perhaps it remains our task as well. 
Until we have been able to bring into being a more human way of living, not just 
for ourselves, but for all humanity. Until we learn what it means to be a person—to 
be a Jew. Until we experience the task and the commandment and embrace it for 
our very own, and know that this day and all that we shall be privileged with has 
significance and beauty. We must continue to strive with God; and in so doing, we 
will realize ourselves as Jews, and as persons.
This is surely not the kind of faith and certainty that congregants expect to hear 
from their rabbis. And many of you will be disappointed and disenchanted. I’ve 
obviously left more questions unanswered than answered. But this is a subject and 
an experience that we shall take up again in the many days that lie ahead.
C OMMENTARY BY DAVID RINTELS
God and Leonard—now that’s my idea of a fair fight, between two heavyweights. 
It’s like Jack Dempsey and Muhammad Ali—they were at their prime in different 
eras, but it’s interesting to speculate about. God clearly had the advantage in expe-
rience and power. He was indomitable (if you disregard the story of Jacob wres-
tling with the angel), and His knowledge was encyclopedic, covering the whole 
world, though Leonard was no slouch in this area, either . . .
. . . but for humanity, kindness, warmth and humor, for the twinkle in his eye 
and his love of baseball, you have to give Leonard the decision on points. History 
will also record that Leonard was far nicer to the Palestinians, and for a longer 
time. He was also devoted without reservation to his entire family, and appreciated 
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that God was as well, although he did give God great credit for rebuking his own 
chosen people, the Israelites, when they cheered as the waters of the Red Sea swept 
over Pharaoh’s men. Why are you celebrating?!, God demanded of them. My peo-
ple are drowning.
When he was a child, Leonard spoke to God, every night. He called it pray-
ing. He got out of the habit when he grew older, but he never had a problem with 
people who did pray. He once said the only thing wrong with prayer was that 
Figure 15. Tommy Lasorda, veteran Dodgers manager, signed photo.
My Troubles with God; God’s Troubles with Me     103
people who prayed were usually hoping God would tell them that two and two do 
not equal four.
Now, for what Leonard really did and did not think about God . . .
Signed Photo from Tommy
Editor’s note: Rabbi Beerman was a lover of baseball and a longtime season-ticket 
holder for Los Angeles Dodgers games. Above is a picture from veteran Dodgers 
manager Tommy Lasorda (1976–1996).
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The Beginnings of an Outline for 
Jews to Consider
Undated
Beerman here offers up a series of guiding principles that define his vision of 
Judaism as it operates in his life. Medieval Jewish thinkers such as Maimonides 
(1135–1204) and Yosef Albo (ca. 1380–1444) formulated their own ikarim, or foun-
dational principles, as a means of delineating the unique properties of Judaism 
and of distinguishing it from other traditions. Rabbi Beerman’s list serves less as 
a magnet to fellow Jews, as in the case of his medieval precursors, and more as a 
credo of faith about the ideals and practices that animated him as a Jew. He never 
published the list, but kept it on the desk in his office as a reminder of the key values 
dear to him.
 1.  Judaism teaches me that each human being is created in the image of God; 
therefore each is entitled to respect, to dignity. I am to love my neighbor—
how?—as myself. We are all of us creatures of dignity, not meant to abuse, 
use, manipulate one another—To be created in the image of God—that is a 
cardinal principle—Ben Azzai taught.
 2.  Judaism provides me with a framework of ideas about man, about God, 
about the good life, a library of human experience, of questions and answers 
about life and its meaning. It provides the framework; I must myself build, 
fill in the details, finish the work . . . and the work never ends.
 3.  Judaism gives me time for prayer, for serenity, for wisdom—those prayers 
and those silences have challenged me, irritated me, frightened me—as I 
respond to them.
 4.  Judaism gives me customs, traditions, they enrich my life, help me to hallow 
my days. I cannot eat without reciting a blessing.
The Beginnings of an Outline for Jews to Consider    105
 5.  Judaism gives me a reverence for learning—the search for truth—“thou 
shalt teach them diligently,” a respect for the thoughtful man—perhaps 
that is what it means to be made in the image of God—to be endowed with 
reason, the ability to think—that is the way Maimonides saw it.
 6.  Judaism helps me to understand that I am not alone; I am a part of a people, 
an eternal people. My ancestors were slaves in Egypt, they stood at Sinai to 
receive those commandments—I was at Sinai too, I went forth out of Egypt 
or I am yearning to go forth. This IS Egypt. This place. This America. The 
process of liberation is an eternal one.
 7.  Judaism teaches me about the way, the way a Jew can live in order to be a 
man. It has taught me to abhor war, violence, to seek the way of peace. It has 
taught me not to be ashamed of gentleness, of compassion.
 8.  Judaism teaches me to be sensitive to injustice. To have been a slave, to have 
been an alien in every generation—is to know the heart of the stranger, to 
know what brings pain to another, and never to be at ease so long as a single 
person is denied his humanity.
 9.  I pass this world but once—whatever good I can do, do it now. I want to 
leave this place better for having lived in it. And this life is all and enough 
for me. Do it now!
 10.  Hillel’s principle—what is hateful unto thee do not do unto thy fellowman. 
The negative and Jewish statement of the principle is crucial, as Ahad Ha-
am once perceived. There is a principle of justice for all men to keep. I am 
not good to another so that he will in turn be good to me.
 11.  Being a Jew is being part of a Jewish people, being members of a special 
family. I have brothers and sisters in Israel for whom I care, from whom 
perhaps I can learn new ways of being a Jew.
C OMMENTARY BY AZIZ A HASAN
Rabbi Beerman lived a commitment to be good to others. To be gentle, caring, lov-
ing, and compassionate. I remember being dumbfounded the first time he deliv-
ered criticism to me directly. His voice was soft and yet painfully powerful when 
he told me that “organizations like NewGround come and go with the wind.” The 
words struck me, but his delivery helped me hear his message. His words and 
example serve as a guide and a source of inspiration—living each of the articles of 
faith above. Articles that compel me as a Muslim woman to tap back into teachings 
in Islam. Most of all, what speaks to me of Rabbi Beerman’s writing and example 
was his commitment to live in kindness and compassion—bringing to life Islamic 
text that calls on people to do what is better so that the enemy may become a 
dear friend (Quran 41:34). Firmly grounded in religious text, his words remind 
that I should not be ashamed of being a gentle and compassionate peacemaker. 
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Something I have struggled with is to be taken seriously in a world dominated by 
men, and yet my commitment to communicating in that way has helped others 
see my work and join my efforts to build bridges and strengthen my organization. 
These eleven points connect to my own foundation in Islam and my ability to live 






The Kindest Use a Knife
October 16, 1953
Beerman’s sermon was delivered in the heart of the “red scare” in the 1950s when 
the United States Senate, under Joseph McCarthy, and the House of Representatives, 
under Harold Velde, alleged widespread Communist penetration of the government 
and cultural institutions of the United States. With blunt force, the young rabbi 
issued a searing indictment of “the pygmies of national shame” who falsely accused 
individuals of Communism without a trace of evidence of due process. In particular, 
he took grave offense at the fact that two heroes of his, both of whom were Reform 
rabbis, had been swept up without merit in the allegations of the House Committee 
on Un-American Activities (HUAC): Rabbi Stephen S. Wise, the most prominent and 
influential of midcentury Reform rabbis, and Rabbi Judah L. Magnes, the founding 
chancellor of the Hebrew University whom Beerman regarded as a uniquely coura-
geous and prophetic voice in Palestine.
Beerman here perhaps angered those at Leo Baeck Temple who may have shared 
in the anti-Communist fear. But the stakes were too high for him to remain silent—
nothing less than the “tragic deterioration of democratic values” in our country. It 
was a characteristic but bold act for the untenured rabbi, who was intent on living 
up to the prophetic ideals of Wise and Magnes, among others.
A day by itself can have no meaning. It is but a word which describes the rotation 
of our earth on its axis, while it makes its elliptical passage around the sun. A day 
comes and goes, whether it be bright or bleak, dismal or sunny. A day by itself has 
no purpose unless man puts purpose into it. It may mean one thing to the scientist, 
another to the artist or poet, something quite different to the military commander, 
to the aviator, or to the miner who works under the ground. But it is always people 
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who give it cause and purpose, and whatever significance is in it is that which 
people seek to place there.
The Jewish people have sought to find in the day which began this evening at 
the setting of the sun, in the Sabbath, all the cherished values of life which have 
been passed on to them in the Torah, in the teaching of their most dedicated 
teachers and prophets. This day we call holy, sacred to Israel, and to the seeking of 
life’s purpose by the children of Israel in each generation.
We have had our share of transgression and iniquities. We have never claimed 
a monopoly on human virtue among us. But we have proclaimed our choice of 
virtue and goodness as our mission among the nations. Since the days of the 
prophets, we have borne the message that our God desires neither sacrifice nor 
burnt offering, but the doing of justice, the showing of mercy, and the pursuit of 
righteousness. Not all Jews have lived in accordance with the ideals of our heritage. 
We have had our share of fools, knaves, and traitors. Yet in every generation there 
have sprung from the loins of Jacob men of courage and women of valor, who have 
championed every good cause among men, and who have fought and suffered, as 
Heine said, on every battlefield of human thought.
It seems as if the prophets of ancient Israel never died, for their spirit was 
resurrected not once, but a thousand times in the annals of the Jewish people. 
Generation following generation, the conscience of mankind was quickened and 
enriched by an Isaiah and then a Jesus, by a Maimonides, a Mendelssohn, and a 
Herzl, indirectly by a Freud and an Einstein and by a never-ending procession of 
men, whom all the world holds in deep respect and grateful reverence.
In our generation, not by any means the least of these, but a man whose name 
all of you know, and . . . whose voice many here may remember, was a Rabbi who 
seemed especially reminiscent of the prophets of old—Stephen S. Wise. For all 
the world, Rabbi Wise spoke in the accents of a Jeremiah, with the passion of an 
Amos, and the eloquence of Micah: “What doth the Lord require of thee, but to do 
justice to love mercy and to walk humbly before thy God.” While he worked and 
lived Stephen Wise made many enemies—the proud and the arrogant, men who 
placed the value of property and possession above human needs and brotherly 
concern. His critics were among his own people too, who called him actor, or a 
charlatan. The criticism of some was surely justified, but generally it betrayed the 
poverty of their own insights and their own corruption of spirit; it did not in any 
way diminish the stature of Wise. When the cause was just, he stood his ground 
like a lion, and roared his defiance of those who sought to ensnare him by either 
threats or promises.
In a day when labor struggled for recognition, this modern prophet joined them 
in their aspiration. At a time when freedom of the pulpit was a rare commodity 
among prosperous churches and synagogues, he turned his back upon the most 
prominent Jewish congregation in the land that he might speak without compro-
mise and in accordance with the dictates of his conscience. In the struggle for the 
The Kindest Use a Knife    111
establishment of Israel as a free republic, his opponents taunted him by testing his 
patriotism. Fearlessly he answered them and said: “I have been an American for 
150 years, but I have been a Jew for 3,000.” While many of his fellow countrymen, 
and his coreligionists as well, would not recognize the danger of fascism, he roared 
his opposition and prophesied its future, storming even the citadels of the mighty. 
Always he labored for the end of man’s exploitation over man, for the establish-
ment of a more just and equitable social order than the one he knew. When the 
war ended he continued to work for mutual understanding, respect, and friend-
ship between his own beloved America and the Soviet Union. However repugnant 
Communism was to him as an anti-religious philosophy; however much he disap-
proved of the theory and practices of Soviet Russia, he knew that another world 
war would not correct the evils there but would certainly bring new evils here. 
Moreover he understood the warning of the atomic scientists. And so he worked 
for peace. For many years before the war he endorsed the principles of Franklin 
D. Roosevelt because he believed that in spirit, they were most nearly in accord 
with the principles and precepts of Judaism. And then at the eventide of his life 
when he spoke in Cincinnati while I was attending the Hebrew Union College, 
as I remember him—he reiterated the task that was before us all, the rebuilding 
of the waste places and the necessity for establishing an enduring peace among 
men. This ever was Israel’s mission, and now it took on greater significance than 
ever before. Editing the “Congress Weekly” which he founded, he warned in his 
editorials that fascism had not died with Hitler. He was not blind or indifferent to 
the challenge of Russia but he urged patience and understanding that men might 
explore all the avenues of peace as both a practical and moral necessity. He died 
on the 19th of April, 1949, and since that day, as it was said of Moses, there has not 
risen another like him.
Now in this year of 1953, in the month of September a committee of the Congress 
of the United States recalled the name of this man who personified for all the world 
the Rabbi and the modern Jew at his best [and] noblest. But the recollection of 
the name of Stephen Wise was not in a spirit of appreciation for the greatness and 
goodness of his character or for his many contributions to the welfare of our nation. 
The name of Rabbi Wise was conjured up for desecration by the House Committee 
on Un-American Activities under the chairmanship of Congressman Velde. The 
committee accepted and released the testimony of one of our new national heroes, 
the ex-communist, to the effect that Rabbi Stephen S. Wise was among those who 
“carried out the instructions of the Communist Party or collaborated with it.”
The same monstrous accusation was brought against Rabbi Judah Magnes, now 
of blessed memory, who was formerly rabbi of Temple Emanuel of New York and 
for a quarter century thereafter President of the Hebrew University of Jerusalem, a 
saint-like creature whose brilliance and humility made him a model and an inspi-
ration for thousands of young men, not the least of whom is Nelson Glueck, now 
president of the Hebrew Union College. I would not pass over the other courageous 
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and liberal men of the Protestant clergy who were also slandered. But I think that 
our attention should be drawn not to them, but to their defamers, for it is they who 
are providing us with a crucial and critical test at this time in our history.
We should ask ourselves, it seems to me, the motive, the plan, and the purpose 
of Mr. Velde and his Committee. These questions are relevant because, after all, 
Mr. Velde is an American—not the agent of a foreign power, but like his many 
friends and allies in and out of Congress, a native American, the elected repre-
sentative of the people of Illinois, sworn to uphold the Constitution of the United 
States against all enemies, foreign and domestic. Surely we, who are also his coun-
trymen, must be puzzled and disturbed as we witness the desecration of two of 
our greatest religious leaders, men whose names most Jews have come to revere.
Yet for those of us who have paid attention to past events, who have heeded 
the storm warnings which have been threatening our liberties in recent years, 
this “shocking betrayal of elementary public responsibility and decency,” as Dr. 
Maurice Eisendrath, the President of the UAHC [Union of American Hebrew 
Congregations] and spokesman for Reform Judaism, called it, was not a complete 
surprise. Nor is it, we predict with incautious certainty, the last revelation of its kind 
to emanate from the supposed guardians of our welfare. Indeed as time continues, 
unless the American people protest with more vigor than they have in the past, we 
may anticipate that while distracting our attention toward the menace in the East, 
the demagogues and the opportunists will pick our pockets of many liberties which 
we Americans of all religions and race have struggled and bled for in the past.
During recent years, the infamous destruction of democratic rights which 
is known to all the world by the name “McCarthyism” has lived by what it fed 
on—the ruined lives and reputations of numerous fellow citizens who have never 
been charged with a crime, tried by a jury, or found guilty of anything worse than 
invoking the First and Fifth Amendments of the Constitution. The victims of the 
contemporary reign of terror are more numerous than men realize; some have 
gone to jail on charges of contempt, some have been silent, but it is impossible 
to measure accurately the magnitude of the fear and intimidation of others. No 
wonder that Justice Douglas referred to the black silence of fear among us. But it 
remained for the world’s outstanding scientist, professor Albert Einstein, a victim 
of Nazism, a refugee from its barbarism to sound the clearest warning of all. “If the 
intellectuals,” he wrote, “cooperate with these committees, they will well deserve 
the slavery that is intended for them.” A short sentence but a pungent one, by a 
wise and good man. In England, a Nobel Prize winner, Lord Bertrand Russell, 
spoke in a similar way. Lesser men than Einstein for such a challenge may well 
have been branded, fired from their positions, and condemned to economic hard-
ships. The McCarthyites of course do not burn men, only books; they do not kill 
men, only reputations.
They remind me of the old adage about the man whose dog displeased him. 
“I will not destroy thee, Rover,” he said, “for that is contrary to my principles / 
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but I will give thee a bad name.” Whereupon he turned the dog out of this house 
and into the street crying, “Mad dog, mad dog.” And so the neighbors came out 
alarmed and killed the poor animal instead.
To destroy a human reputation is as heinous a crime as actual murder. Whatever 
disease prompts a man to slay his fellow man in a moment of passion can be no 
worse than that of calculated character assassination—and this crime is one in 
which all of us as a community are guilty. For McCarthyism and everything related 
to it cannot operate in a vacuum. It can succeed only when the climate of pub-
lic opinion is propitious, only when other men are willing to follow the leader 
and accept his protestations of patriotism at face value. Oftentimes too, people do 
know better, like many among us, but will resort to the totalitarian argument of the 
Communists and the Fascists, that the end justifies the means, and thus assuage 
the consciousness of their own guilt.
With such a tragic deterioration of democratic values as our country has wit-
nessed during recent years, the current assault against the liberal clergy must 
be viewed only as a part of a larger program. For what possible motive could 
Mr. Velde have had in accepting and releasing the perjured testimony that des-
ecrated the dead and injured the reputation of the living? The only answer that I 
can find to this question is the inescapable conclusion that native communism, by 
itself, never was nor is it now the real target. The word communism is used by men 
to include an ever broadening circle of people. These may be radicals, pacifists, or 
New Dealers, or people of critical minds, or finally anyone and everyone who will 
oppose the methods and the principle of some of our Congressional committees. 
We have always had our demagogues; we have always had cynical and ambitious 
politicians, and we have them now, and their ultimate aim is to achieve complete 
conformity, which will tolerate no criticism. They have already sown the seeds of 
perplexity and hatred and fear. The same perplexity, hatred, and fear which have 
formed the Communist herds and the Fascist gangs in the United States; and con-
formity of opinion and belief, the first demands of the mob everywhere, has been 
secured by methods which differ only in degree from the methods of Moscow and 
Berlin. When loyalty is put before freedom, and when loyalty is made to mean 
loyalty not to the right to be free, but to the demands of the majority, with eco-
nomic and social destruction as the penalty for dissent, the drums of Moscow and 
Berlin are near enough to hear. When loyalty to the particular economic, social, 
political and military and diplomatic views of the inquisitors is put before loyalty 
to the rights of each individual to think and speak as he chooses, then we are 
marching into the frozen world of Nazi Germany and Communist Russia where 
everything coheres and conforms and the life of the individual mind and soul 
is of no more significance than the life of a single drop of frozen water in an ice 
floe. And since religion at its best and noblest is subversive to this tyranny, which 
masks itself as patriotism, it is logical and necessary that it be attacked too. Truly 
the demagogues have attempted to make our nation sick, for they are carriers of a 
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virus more deadly even than the one they claim to cure. For these men and their 
servile collaborators are not the doctors of national healing, they are the disease. 
Today, because these men are in responsible positions, we are a sick people, but 
understanding and correction can make us well.
Put in the scale of balance on the one hand the memory of Stephen Wise 
and Judah Magnes, the principles of Franklin Roosevelt, and the wisdom of 
Albert Einstein, and weigh these giants of the earth with the pygmies of national 
shame—and choose between them. I lack the wisdom, the maturity, and the elo-
quence of a Rabbi Wise or a Rabbi Magnes, but I would rather stand with rever-
ence in the shadow of these men than share the sunlight in which corrupt men 
now bask themselves.
As all men do, I hold opinions. My opinions may be right or they may be wrong. 
They may not always coincide with the majority. But because they are mine and 
because they are as honest as I can make them, I have the obligation to speak them. 
I have done so in the past and I hope to do so in the future. I speak now out of my 
belief in the vitality of the American people and out of my concern for the loss of 
personal freedom, my own, my colleagues’ in the ministry of all faiths, teachers, 
writers, doctors, lawyers, and all of us whatever it may be. It is not that I believe 
that there has been a decline in our devotion to the ideas of freedom. Those who 
now attack our personal freedom are themselves obliged, as Archibald MacLeish 
has said, to use the vocabulary of freedom to justify their activities. It is not our 
belief in freedom that has changed, but our Faith in freedom has—our faith that 
freedom will really work, that it can, itself, by its own means, survive the attacks 
of gigantic enemies. For the faith in freedom rests necessarily upon faith in man, 
and faith in man is the heart and the substance of Judaism. And it is this concern 
which has prompted everything I have said here this evening.
I said at the beginning that a day by itself can have no meaning. But people can 
put meaning into a day, an hour, even a moment. In an instant a man can open his 
eyes, and look and see what was always there, but what he had never seen before. 
Let us then look at all that is past—at ourselves, our country, and the world in 
which we live. Let us look deep enough and hard enough, for then whatever blind-
ness is in us will be vanished, and we will see better and farther than ever before. In 
so doing, we will give meaning and purpose and significance not to this day alone, 
but to days and days to come.
C OMMENTARY BY R ABBI  JOHN L .  ROSOVE
The prophets stood alone in the political world because their speaking moral truth 
compelled and repelled. This was so with Rabbi Leonard I. Beerman, whose moral 
eloquence drew many to him yet forced him to stand apart and frequently to suffer 
the pain of condemnation and aloneness.
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The biblical prophets at first resisted God’s call, but when they succumbed and 
did God’s bidding from within the moral weight of the divine command, they were 
exposed, vulnerable, hunted, and often forced to flee from the king’s wrath.
In our living-room armchairs and behind our computer screens it is so easy, 
without consequence, to excoriate, chastise, and speak truth to power—but in the 
real world, there are risks to be borne in speaking out, and there is suffering that 
accompanies such speech. Moral leaders must be prepared to be ostracized even if 
history ultimately retrieves them and lifts them up as our moral standard-bearers.
Such were the times of the McCarthy hearings in which Leonard wrote “The 
Kindest Use a Knife.” There, Leonard defended Rabbi Stephen S. Wise, whose good 
name “was conjured up for desecration by the House Committee of Un-American 
Activities,” which alleged that Rabbi Wise “carried out the instructions of the 
Communist Party or collaborated with it.”
Leonard wrote of Congressman Velde, the chairman of the HUAC:
“Truly the demagogues have attempted to make our nation sick, for they are 
carriers of a virus more deadly even than the one they claim to cure. For these 
men and their servile collaborators are not the doctors of national healing, they 
are the disease. Today because these men are in responsible positions, we are a sick 
people, but understanding and correction can make us well.”
Leonard understood that otherwise good people can succumb easily to hate 
and fear. They can remain silent, acquiesce, and betray their friends and people 
to their everlasting shame. Fear is indeed a loathsome motivator and an ultimate 
corrupter of the good.
Leonard’s piece is an inspiration still, and it is as eloquent a moral clarion as any 
that has appeared in recent Jewish history.
116
18
Is There a Relationship between 
Judaism and Social Justice?
Temple Isaiah, April 14, 1954
Rabbi Beerman here joined a list of distinguished speakers (James Parkes, Samuel 
Dinin, and Max Nussbaum) in a speakers’ series at Temple Isaiah in Los Angeles, 
whose rabbi, Albert Lewis, moved to LA from Hebrew Union College in the same 
year as Beerman. This speech was an early articulation of Beerman’s belief that 
Judaism, as he understood it, was inextricably linked to social justice. He laid out 
three key points, beginning with the theological principle that God could never be 
fully seen or even comprehended by humans (following the great medieval philoso-
pher Maimonides). Rather, humans seek to approach God by approximating divine 
attributes—chiefly, for Beerman, “justice, love, mercy.” Second, he rearticulated the 
commonplace view that the essence of Judaism is not abstract principles (or creedal 
beliefs), but rather concrete experience rooted in the daily lives and moral choices 
of men and women. Finally, Rabbi Beerman offered up a juxtaposition between 
two worldviews, both of which were rooted in midcentury American culture. He 
expressed reverence for the “Judeo-Christian” ethic, a term that gained prominence 
in the 1930s and was elaborated in Will Herberg’s 1955 Protestant-Catholic-Jew. This 
ethic bespoke, in his words, “love and compassion, tenderness and tolerance, sympa-
thy and empathy.” Beerman contrasted that ethic to the spirit of the mass best-seller 
of 1936, Dale Carnegie’s How To Win Friends and Influence People. He believed that 
this book advanced a view of human behavior that was based on manipulation and 
exploitation, and thus the antithesis of religion, whose roots lay in an unrelenting 
commitment to social justice.
I am honored by the opportunity your rabbi has given me to participate in this lec-
ture series. My only fear is that in doing so he may have rendered you an injustice. 
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I do not share the wisdom, the experience, or the years which the other  lecturers—
Dr. Parkes, Dr. Dinin, Rabbi Nussbaum, and your own Rabbi Lewis, enjoy with 
such abundance.
What I will present to you tonight will be immature thinking on a challenging 
problem, and by good fortune I may be privileged to add to your insights. During 
the question and discussion period I feel certain that you will add to mine.
My ideas on this evening’s subject are held tentatively, not finally. As I have 
altered and changed them thus far throughout my life, I have reason to expect and 
to hope that this process will continue. My words then are to be understood as part 
of this process of a groping and unclear perception.
The point of view I express is Jewish because my religious experience is Jewish. 
But it is a Jewish point of view, not THE Jewish point of view. Judaism, I need not 
remind you, offers a wide latitude of belief. No one can speak once and for all for 
the Jewish point of view. The God of the prophets, for example, the God of the phi-
losopher Maimonides, the God of the mystic Israel Baal Shem Tov, and even the 
naturalistic God concept of Mordecai Kaplan are all Jewish concepts of God. And 
yet they share something in common—and it is in their commonality that can be 
found what I consider to be the chief source and basis for the relationship between 
Judaism and Social Justice.
You will recall that in the second book of the Torah, the book of Exodus, Moses 
begs God to let him see God’s face, and God replies that no men can see His face 
and live—but that (to quote) “I will make all my goodness pass before thee.” Then 
the narrative tells us, Moses stood in the cleft of the rock and a Voice cried out—
“The Lord, Lord God is merciful and gracious, long-suffering, abundant in loving-
kindness, forgiving iniquity, transgression and sin.”
In other words, no man can know the reality of God’s nature. That is to say, no 
man can see God’s face. What the prophets, theologians, and philosophers have 
seen is only a shadow, an aspect of divinity, either by their personal religious expe-
riences or by their powers of thought and reason. But God does manifest himself 
to man by His ethical attributes. Man can encounter God through justice, love, 
mercy; through the ethical attributes of God’s nature, man partakes of Divinity. 
Without understanding this, without appreciating this, man is removed from God 
and from religion. To the extent that man does approach the ethical life in any and 
all of the institutions that man has created to serve himself—the family, the nation, 
society in general—to that extent, man approaches God.
The real test of religion is life itself. One of the clearest expressions of this idea 
I have found in a sermon of Theodore Parker: “To know whom you worship, let 
me see you in your shop, let me overhear you in your trade, let me know how you 
rent your houses, how you get your money, how you kept it and how it is spent . . . 
It is easy to repeat the words of David or of Jesus and to call it prayer. But the 
sacramental test of your religion is not your Sunday idly spent, not the words of 
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David or of Jesus that you repeat; it is your weekday life, your marks and not your 
words. Tried by this natural test, the Americans are a heathen people, not religious, 
far from that . . . the national test of religion is the nation’s justice—justice to other 
states abroad, the strong, the weak, and justice to all sorts of men at home. The 
law-book is the nation’s creed, and newspapers chant the actual liturgy and service 
of the day. What avails it that the priest calls us Christian while the newspapers 
and the Congress prove us infidel?”
Judaism then has its roots, as well as its chief mode of expression, in the con-
crete experiences of people. Our ideas are not phrased in pious generalities but 
in clear and incisive phrases that laid bare the social ills of the community: “Woe 
unto them that join house to house, that lay field to field,” thundered the prophet. 
Here religious experience is human experience. Religious problems are social 
problems. Religious values are the values of the common human life.
But I suppose most of this is self-evident. What we are seeking to determine in 
this series of lectures, as I understand it, is that satisfying blend of our Jewish heri-
tage with American life today. Are the ideals of Judaism sensible and practical? Do 
they have any relevance for us? Or should they be regarded as something which 
belongs in religious school, the synagogue—something to be pulled out once a 
week or once a year on state occasions, like brotherhood week.
The reason we can ask such questions at all lies in the fact that as Americans, 
from the very beginning of our childhood, we are really taught TWO KINDS OF 
IDEALS. The one we may call for the purpose of our discussion, the Judeo-Christian 
ethic. It is the one verbalized in our schools and synagogues and churches. It is 
enshrined in the great documents of American history, in the writing of the proph-
ets and the poets. It speaks essentially of cooperation among men. It speaks of love 
and compassion, tenderness and tolerance, sympathy and empathy. It is all based 
on the assumption that men are really brothers, capable of being friends, and that 
society is capable of improvement—and it says that these attributes of love and 
cooperation are truly human attributes.
But over and against this set of ideals are the ideals not so frequently spoken, 
but taught in more subtle ways, and seen operating in the world all about us, every 
day of our lives. And these ideals are ingrained in us as deeply as the others. They 
suggest the following—competition is the ferment of progress. Rugged individual-
ism made us what we are. Nature decreed that life and business is a struggle and 
the fittest survive. Don’t be a do-gooder; be a go-getter. What counts is not knowl-
edge, but know-how. You can’t change human nature.
Occasionally the ideals of this dog-eat-dog philosophy are honey-coated and 
dipped in chlorophyll or anti-enzymes. They go down the more sensitive pallets 
easier that way and are less offensive. A classic example of this type is the widely 
acclaimed book How to Win Friends and Influence People. The clue is in the title 
itself—not how to make friends or have friends—but how to win them. Friendship 
is not good in and of itself, the desired end is not a warm relationship between 
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human beings—but the purpose is to influence people, and beyond this, to manip-
ulate others into liking you. Stripped of the chlorophyll wording the real title might 
be How to Make Contacts Which May Be Useful in Climbing the Ladder of Success.
Now what is expected of us? Is it essential to do good, or to Make good? Which 
is it when the chips are down? Which is primary and which is secondary? Which 
will get shelved for which in time of crisis in everyday decisions? At a very early 
age the Biblical command about telling the truth comes into conflict with the laws 
of Emily Post. Do we not become civilized, gracious, and charming by our little 
lies; do we not win approval by learning the techniques of approval?
There is a lot of ranting and raving from the pulpits in the nation in particular 
that we are falling short of our ideals. People are individually falling short of their 
ideals. People are just following contradictory ideals, and a sign of our maturity 
will be our readiness to admit this fact.
The solutions to the problems which confront our society cannot be laced up 
in easy formulas. Our basic religious principles are not going to provide absolute 
rules of conduct that will automatically tell us what to do under all circumstances. 
Our basic ideas are the funded wisdom of human experience. They may not give 
us the answers but they can supply a method and an approach from which each of 
us after analyzing the particular problem can make a decision.
The question we have to answer for ourselves is, do we want our religious phi-
losophy of life to serve as an active agent in our society? Do we want Judaism to 
cause us to act and to make decisions, to become personally involved and to make 
commitments? There are some of us who are content to have our religion be a way 
of speaking rather than a way of doing (a living).
C OMMENTARY BY R ABBI  ZOË KLEIN
“The real test of religion is life itself,” spoke Rabbi Leonard Beerman at Temple 
Isaiah in 1954. “Judaism then has its roots, as well as its chief mode of expression, 
in the concrete experiences of people.”
I hear echoes in Rabbi Beerman’s words of the nineteenth-century Rabbi Israel 
Salanter, who wrote: “The material needs of my neighbor become my spiritual needs.”
These words were one of the favorite quotes of the Jewish philosopher Emmanuel 
Levinas, for whom the face of the other was as beautiful, terrifying, and unknow-
able as the face of God. To be in anyone’s presence is to be on holy ground. The 
face is a revelation. Levinas wrote: “When in the presence of the Other I say ‘Here 
I am!’ This ‘Here I am’ is the place through which the Infinite enters into language.”
When Rabbi Beerman taught “No man can see God’s face. . . . But God does 
manifest himself to man by His ethical attributes,” his words vibrated with twen-
tieth-century theologian Martin Buber’s philosophy: “When a person encoun-
ters another person in total immediacy, he or she may also experience a glimpse 
of God.”
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In other words, God is found between people. And social justice is the art 
of interactivity. If Judaism “has its roots in the experiences of people,” as Rabbi 
Beerman shared, then Judaism is no less than the foundation and framing of 
Relationship.
Rabbi Beerman channels the voices of some of our most visionary sages, along 
with his own unique voice and fathomless wisdom, to issue a timeless challenge 
for us to bridge our religious ideals with our everyday actions. To be believing 
realists. One might imagine that religion has its roots in heaven, but for Rabbi 
Beerman, the roots of Judaism are in the concrete, and therefore are the tediously 
poured foundation of a just and Godly world.
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The Problems of the City 
A Jewish Dilemma
February 4, 1966
Beerman’s speech on Jews and the city at an American Jewish Committee gathering 
in Los Angeles in 1966 in which Arthur Greenberg was to be installed as president 
captures well his unique position in the community. On one hand, he was friendly 
with Greenberg and knew many of those in attendance. On the other hand, he came 
not to assuage his audience with calming words, but rather to challenge them with 
prophetic fervor, delivering a jeremiad focused on the ills of the city. He was speaking 
in a time of increasing social and racial unrest in Los Angeles and across the country. 
The Watts riots had broken out less than a year before in August 1965. LA Mayor 
Sam Yorty was perceived by many to be increasingly insensitive to claims of racial 
inequities. President Johnson’s stirring call in 1964 for a Great Society seemed ever 
more elusive.
Beerman used this occasion to articulate his vision of the vocation of the Jew. He 
began by expressing his own sense of alienation from the city—and, for that matter, 
from any place. Indeed, his place was not the here and now, but rather “the place that 
is coming into being.” So too Jews, for all of their social and economic integration, 
carried within them a recollection of their forebears’ marginality. This served as the 
inspiration for their hopes for a better future. Beerman concluded by summoning up 
the example of the circle surrounding the great sixteenth-century Jewish mystic in 
Safed, R. Isaac Luria (1534–1572). Luria built a new kabbalistic system around the 
recognition of the incompleteness of the world—and the moral imperative to engage 
in repairing it. Beerman, who was not normally given to mysticism, made frequent 
reference in his writings to the mystic Luria and his followers as sources of inspiration 
for effecting constructive change in the world.
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I have a very special interest in being here, not only because Arthur Greenberg is 
about to be elected President of the American Jewish Committee, and not only 
because I am among so many friends and members of my congregation, but also 
because I share in so many concerns of this Committee: a desire to have a part 
in shaping the future of American Jewish life; to preserve the rich cultural and 
spiritual tradition which is our inheritance as Jews, even as we work toward the 
achievement of a more complete participation on our American democracy; to 
work toward the preservation of pluralism and voluntarism in the Jewish com-
munity, to seek that happy blending, never fully achieved, of the very best of our 
heritage as Jews and as Americans; to labor unceasingly to uphold the hands of 
our brethren who live in lands far removed from ours, in Israel and in other parts 
of the world, and to affirm their struggle for dignity and for freedom as our own; 
to labor with all of the weapons of learning and mind and persuasion toward the 
achievement of an America freed of the enslavements of bigotry, intolerance, and 
inequality, an America cleansed of those humiliations which so many millions of 
our fellow-citizens are daily forced to endure. (If I share these concerns with the 
members of the American Jewish Committee who are gathered here today, it is 
not that I give my blessing to all that troubles certain members of the AJC. As an 
example: With two-thirds of the world’s population not being sure where their 
next meal is coming from, I have not been exercised over-much about the inability 
of a few Jews to be able to be members of certain exclusive eating clubs in the great 
cities of America.)
I feel singularly unqualified to be here discussing with you the subject assigned 
to me, “The Problems of the City: A Jewish Dilemma.” After all, I am just an ordi-
nary rabbi who desires nothing more than an ordinary chance to be precisely 
what I am: A rabbi, a member of that profession, according to a spate of recent 
articles, in search of a purpose and a meaning more relevant than the one cur-
rently assigned to us. I am not, nor have I ever been, an expert on the problems 
of the city. But push a button, and you can always get a rabbi to talk about any-
thing and a Jewish dilemma. Sex and the Jewish dilemma, the death of God and 
the Jewish dilemma, Viet Nam and the Jewish problem, intermarriage and the 
Jewish problem, the elephant, as the story goes, and the Jewish problem. And so 
the button was pushed, and here I am to talk about “The Problems of the City: A 
Jewish Dilemma.”
There is a second reason why I feel particularly unqualified to speak on this 
subject. It is because I have never been at home in the city. In fact, I have never 
been at home anywhere. I have never been at home anywhere that is. My home 
has forever been the place that is coming into being: Not the here, not the now, 
but the not yet. That has been my home, and that is what being a Jew means to 
me: The challenge of the not yet, the refusal always to accept that which is as being 
ultimate and final; the certainty that I cannot rest unless I am helping to bring into 
being something better than I am, something better than I know, a place better 
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than I inhabit. “Get thee out of the land and go to the place I will show you” was 
the first command given to Abraham, and with it began the history of the ancient 
Hebrews, our forebears. To be a Jew has meant to leave the fixed, the comfortable, 
the familiar, and to reach toward that place which is not yet. Surely this sprawl-
ing, vulgar mess we call Los Angeles is nothing that any of us want to settle for. 
Gallantly, ceaselessly, we must all strive toward the creation of a place of greater 
dignity and integrity and responsibility than the one we now inhabit. And happily, 
there are willing hands to help us.
You have considered this morning the problems of the city. I trust you will agree 
that those problems are a local manifestation of a disease that poisons the blood-
stream of the total society. All of the injustices and abuses of America drain into 
New York, Chicago, Los Angeles. The aged, the impoverished, the ill, the newly 
immigrated, the culturally disadvantaged, the castoffs of a ruthlessly competitive 
society, these are all huddled together in the great urban centers of America. In his 
address to Congress on January 26th, 1966, President Johnson listed in considerable 
detail the agenda of the American city: The problem of the poor and the Negro 
unable to be free from their ghettos, exploited in their quest for the necessities of 
life; the high human cost of these problems: Crime, delinquency, welfare loads, dis-
ease and health hazards. He spoke of the tragic waste and chaos that threaten their 
children, born into the stifling air of overcrowded places, destined for inadequate 
and segregated schools, a poor diet, streets of fear and sordid temptations; the 
problem of living without work or without a sense of dignity; the cities that grow 
like our own, without rational design, without a sense of their own integrity; the 
countryside being devoured before our very eyes; the flight to the suburbs of the 
more fortunate men and women who might have provided the leadership and 
the means for reversing the decline. These wounds of the city are there for all of us 
to see. If we stand here in this lovely room, set in this elegant segregated suburb, 
and we look out over the urban concentration camp you and I have helped to 
create, we ourselves can see the conflict between the central city and the suburbs, 
between those who have and those who are poor. We can see and feel the ethnic 
tensions that rend the fabric of our urban life. We can see and feel the frustration, 
the bitterness, and the despair. A city teeming with the constant threat of violence. 
But as Harvey Cox has pointed out in his book, The Secular City, the cleavages of 
the city correspond to the cleavages in the souls of men who live in the city. The 
way man has arranged the life of the city reflects the fears and the fantasies of his 
own inner life, and his own inner life is in turn molded by the very city that he 
devises. Where the sickness of segregation locks the Negroes and other minority 
groups into their ghettos, where we will not permit ourselves and our children to 
have normal contact with them, the racial stereotypes are not only perpetuated, 
they go unchallenged.
We have paid a terrible price, for all the greatness of America, we have paid a 
terrible human price for the kind of city we have perpetrated and perpetuated. 
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How shall we measure the frustration and loneliness and the despair and the bit-
terness and the loss of manhood and the sense of powerlessness and the nobody-
ness that we ourselves have had at least an unconscious hand in perpetuating? It is 
we, with all of our sophistication and education, we, who may be the most cultur-
ally disadvantaged people in all of the world; we, who may be the most deprived 
human beings we can possibly imagine. For many of our own young people are 
only able to find personal fulfillment in working with people who are suppos-
edly the culturally disadvantaged, revealing their own impoverishment as human 
beings. We have lacked the moral courage, the ingenuity, the willingness to sacri-
fice, necessary to treat the burgeoning problems of our city as a burning respon-
sibility. Perhaps the task is so far reaching as to discourage or frighten us. But far 
too many of our people have suffered from a special deprivation of their own, a 
deprivation of conscience, a shriveling incapacity to feel, a shrinking inability to 
understand that social and human responsibility may have to override the indi-
vidual freedom to do with ourselves and our property what we will; the inability to 
understand that human responsibility must be primary.
And what is the Jewish dilemma in all of this? “What does it mean to a Jew in 
this society?” as Neil Sandberg and Rita Hoffman put in their communication to 
me. Are we to be concerned primarily with ourselves and our own special needs 
as a community, or do we have some obligation to this religiously and culturally 
pluralistic world of ours, some special obligation as Jews? Are we to be concerned 
primarily with ourselves and our problems? As Jews, we have been challenged, not 
only as inhabitants of the city along with the rest, but also as a community with 
a special structure of agencies and services. And problems born of the changing 
character of our city—the so-called invasion or the in-migration of the Negroes—
are requiring Jewish agencies to ask questions about their role. We know that here 
in Los Angeles the Westside Jewish Center, with the cooperation of the American 
Jewish Committee and other community relations agencies, initiated a program to 
encourage integration and neighborhood stability in the area immediately border-
ing the Center where Negroes have been moving. But what of the social welfare 
agencies, the vocational and psychiatric services, the hospitals? We have automati-
cally accepted the notion of the non-sectarian basis of hospital service. What of 
the other? Is the role of the vocational service, the family service, and the psychi-
atric service to deal solely with the problems of Jews, a purpose for which they 
were originally established? Or are they too to be available to the total community? 
These questions are being confronted by the professionals in the field. Other com-
munities have had to face them sooner than ourselves because of the nature of 
their changing neighborhoods. And a variety of answers have been forthcoming, 
each of them reasonable, sensible, intelligible, and contradictory.
My own response is based on no profound analysis of the problem, but on a 
consideration of what the question means in the shadow of a more fundamental 
question, “What does it mean to be a Jew?” To be a Jew today, sociologically at 
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least, no longer means to be a marginal man, an outsider. It means to be an insider, 
a status not completely achieved, to be sure, but more nearly so than ever before in 
our history. The other minority groups are the Jews of our time. The other minor-
ity groups are the marginal men of this year and the difficult years to come. To be 
among the privileged, we know, is to be a Jew. That is one way of looking at it.
But to be a Jew is something else again, inwardly at least. To be a Jew is to know 
the world’s slow stain, and to know how that stain can touch every human being. 
To be a Jew is to be the bearer of a great hope, to believe with all your heart and all 
your soul and all your might that the world has not yet been redeemed, that man 
has not yet fulfilled the divine potential with which God has blessed us. This is 
what our tradition has always called the Messianic expectancy: The vibrant hope 
that leaves no place for contentment, complacency, for the rapturous acceptance of 
ourselves or our country or our city or the world as it is.
To be a Jew in this day, therefore, is to be willing to face the continuing risk of 
man’s developing freedom. We must open ourselves and our energies to the task of 
the community. We must be among the healers of the city, and our healing must 
take the form of affirmative action. This we would do as Jews and as Americans: 
As Jews, motivated by a special obligation to the human, a special obligation to 
seek the fulfillment of the divine potential in all men. Urban planning, the war on 
poverty, merit employment, segregation, population pressures, exploitation, social 
disorder, racial tensions, education: These are all part of the unified problem as 
we understand it. And we must, both as members of this agency and all com-
munity agencies, know and study the problems of urban planning. As my col-
league and friend Rabbi Richard G. Hirsch has said, we must be among those 
who stimulate the formation of citizens’ groups. We must be among those who 
participate responsibly in these citizens’ groups concerned with the rehabilitation 
and the reconstruction of human lives in our community. We must be among 
those who are willing to be engaged in the creation of a climate conducive to seri-
ous assault upon the problems of poverty, inequality, and segregation. We must be 
among those who are willing to work for equal opportunity, to support legislation 
and encourage the enforcement of existing legislation in the field of housing and 
employment. And we must be among those who are also willing to work for peace, 
because only in a world freed of the threat of war and Cold War can we invest an 
honest and significant amount of our capital energy into the enormous task of the 
rehabilitation about which we are talking. We cannot pretend that the war against 
poverty as it is presently being conducted is anything more than a series of skir-
mishes. And we cannot pretend that we are really being serious about the assault 
on the problem of the Negro and other minority groups, so long as the bulk of our 
financial capacity and energy is spent upon defense or the potential destruction of 
those whom we presume to call our enemies. Only in a situation of peace and in a 
world at peace can we authentically face the challenge of the creation of the kind 
of city we want to live in.
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Lastly, we must have the courage to be honest with ourselves, and we must 
have the courage to dream. We must admit that some of us are really not eager 
to bring about an integrated society. We are honestly not ready to pay the price 
that an integrated society would demand of us. Already many of us are fleeing the 
public schools with our children. Many of those who live in our own comfortably 
segregated neighborhoods are surely not willing to make the sacrifice, inwardly, 
emotionally, of living in a truly integrated society. For the kind of integrated soci-
ety that we are talking about will demand a sacrifice from us that many of us are 
not yet willing to give. With all of our pious protestations to the contrary, with all 
the remarkable efforts being made by this agency and others in the community 
and throughout the nation, I do not think that we are honestly ready to live in 
that kind of world that we have been talking about: To face the personal sacrifice 
of some of our own treasured, but not always significant, values. And we also bear 
a secret, you and I. We know that at that end point the deprived and the disad-
vantaged are now seeking to achieve, there stands a world that you and I inhabit, 
a world of unhappiness and discontent, where we really do not enjoy the bless-
ings of freedom, where we drift without meaning and without direction, unsure of 
what we are and what tomorrow means, or what it is all about. And we know that 
this comfortable world of sham stands waiting for those who now so desperately 
want to live in it with you and me. We cannot take away from those disadvantaged 
their right to enjoy our unhappiness, the unhappiness that shrouds our struggle 
for personal meaning and fulfillment. That is their decision to make, but that is the 
terrible secret that we bear: The knowledge that we are caught in the midst of a way 
of life which brings both blessing and the terror of confusion.
In the sixteenth century in the city of Safed in the land of Israel, there lived a 
mystic brotherhood of Jews who were followers of a young teacher named Isaac 
Luria. This mystic brotherhood of men was composed of human beings of unusual 
piety. Among the moral precepts to which they pledged themselves, they were 
expected to make their hearts the abode of the Divine presence by banishing all 
profane thoughts and concentrating on holy things. They were not to speak evil to 
any creature; they were not to become angry at anyone or to curse. They were to 
speak only the truth, and they were to behave in a kindly spirit toward their fellow 
men, no matter who those fellow men might be. They were to confess their sins 
every night before they retired, and each night they were to sit upon the ground 
and to mourn the destruction of the Temple in Jerusalem and to weep over the sins 
that postponed the redemption of the world. No day was to pass without giving 
of zedakah, charity. This brotherhood of the school of Isaac Luria had as its chief 
aim the bringing of the Messiah by this series of spiritual exercises, and for them 
the Messiah was not to come just as a miracle of God’s favor, as in Christianity. 
It would represent man’s own unfolding achievement. The brotherhood believed 
that through spiritual discipline the sparks of holiness scattered in all things would 
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be returned to their source in God. All created things, they believed, were made 
up of holy sparks.
They asked themselves how a good and perfect God could have produced this 
world of imperfection. If God is infinite, how could He have produced that which 
is finite? If God is everywhere, how could there be room for the world at all? 
Where could the world have fitted in if God fills all space? And according to one 
doctrine developed by these people, God withdrew from Himself into Himself, a 
shrinking Deity, in order to leave room for the world to emerge. And when God 
withdrew from Himself into Himself, He left an empty space into which the world 
of time and space and things could emerge. But it was not a complete withdrawal, 
since in principle nothing can exist without God; so a tiny, thin line of Divine light 
penetrated into the open space in order to sustain the creation. At first the light 
was too strong and shattered the vessel containing it. As a result of this breakage of 
the vessel containing the light, holy sparks, sparks of divinity, were left in all things 
in the universe. And the task of man was to live in a spirit of dedication, self-
consecration, and humility, and thus reclaim these holy sparks and return them 
to their Source. When this work of restoration was completed, then and only then 
would the Messiah emerge into history.
Far removed as we are from the brotherhood of Rabbi Isaac Luria in Safed, sit-
ting here in Beverly Hills surrounded by Mayor Yorty’s Los Angeles, far removed 
as we are in thought and in time, could it not be that this human city of ours, this 
world of ours, still has need for us to be ourselves as Jews, still needs us to have 
the courage to stand apart from the coarse and the vulgar and the commonplace, 
still needs us to seek in our lives that which is holy in all things and in all people, 
still needs us to look upon our lives as a sacred responsibility to join ourselves not 
with the mechanisms of deceit and hate and destruction and division but with the 
life-giving, life-affirming forces of the universe, still needs us to aid in clearing all 
the waste places of ignorance, prejudice, and brutality, all that divides man against 
himself and against his own divine potential to be a man? Surely this dilemma of 
the Jew, one that we share with all thinking, feeling, compassionate human beings, 
is one that summons all of our courage and ingenuity and honesty. Let us not 
shrink from this challenge.
C OMMENTARY BY PROFESSOR R ABBI  ARYEH C OHEN
Rabbi Yehoshua ben Hananyah traveled to Rome and there he saw marble pillars 
draped in many lavish curtains so that they would not be damaged by the cold of 
the winter or the heat of the summer. Walking in the market he saw a poor person 
lying on a reed mat and covered by a reed mat (Leviticus Rabba, ed. Margaliot 27:1).
The very term: “beauty”: do you
   hear that? Old man
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unable to to even ask for anything anymore. The one without a written 
plea on piece of card-
board. The one just standing there by the door of the 7/11 so
drunk or stoned or hungover and cold he cannot even remember
   he is supposed
to ask—that is his role here in this hall of mirrors—ah friend—that man,
do you know him, the one I have to suppose you will not walk past.
(Jorie Graham, “Posterity,” from Overlord: Poems 2006)
The moral gaze is aesthetic at its core, distinguishing between the beauty of people 
and the ugliness of their poverty. To maintain a moral gaze in the face of an amoral 
culture, which lauds artistic or architectural importance detached from the human 
pain and degradation in which it is mired, is an act of courage.
To be a Jew, in reality, to be a person, Leonard Beerman taught us, is to wake up 
in the morning, and while sitting with our coffee at the kitchen table, look outside 
and really see.
Everything follows from that.
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UCLA Teach-In on Vietnam War
March 24, 1966
Beerman joined the eminent philosopher Herbert Marcuse, his friend Stanley 
Sheinbaum, and others at a teach-in on the Vietnam War at the UCLA campus in 
Westwood, as can be seen in the teach-in program that follows. As a confirmed paci-
fist, Beerman was deeply concerned about the war and the escalating loss of life that 
followed President Johnson’s decision to increase air attacks on the North Vietnamese 
in 1965. In this talk, Beerman opened by situating the war in the twenty-year “adven-
ture” into conflict that was the Cold War. The enmity issuing from the Cold War, he 
suggested, yielded no winners or losers, just more insensitivity to the desires and needs 
of the putative enemy.
Beerman held both sides in the Vietnam War responsible. The American aerial 
assault was, to his mind, “repugnant.” But he also lamented the fact that North 
Vietnam, like the United States, held to “the arrogant certainty of its own utter right-
ness.” The moral blindness from this certainty exacted a very heavy toll in human 
lives, as Beerman would continue to call out and mourn until the war’s end.
“It was the best of times; it was the worst of times. It was the age of wisdom; it was 
the age of foolishness. It was the season of Light; it was the season of Darkness. It 
was the spring of hope; it was the winter of despair. We had everything before us. 
We had nothing before us. We were all going direct to Heaven; we were all going 
direct the other way . . .”
With these bitter words Charles Dickens opened his novel A Tale of Two Cities. 
The paradoxes to which he addressed himself persist in our time.
To live in the midst of such paradoxes is the particular challenge and burden 
of our generation.
Figure 16. UCLA Teach-In I (1966).
Figure 17. UCLA Teach-In II (1966).
Figure 17. Continued
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Forces of change beyond the control of even the best men are pushing aside the 
remaining ramparts of the old certainties, those truths, those values which once 
sheltered and comforted us. Peace is cracked in a hundred shivers. The air of the 
Cold War sweeps through the long winter night. In America we look outward and 
the world envies or despises or distrusts us, we look inward and are plagued by the 
rising tide of the poor, the urban hopeless, the massive and still unresolved protest 
of the Negroes.
We seem to be living at the end of one era and the beginning of another. And 
it can be emotionally wearing to be living at such a time, vaguely knowing that 
something is coming to an end, and something is being born.
For twenty years we have been living through a time euphemistically called a 
Cold War. For twenty years our government and its people have been acting on 
the assumption that communism is on the march for the conquest of the world, 
that it is the manifest destiny of the United States to save the world from suffering 
this fate. In the pursuit of this mirage, this myth, we have engaged in international 
adventurism. In the process our hands are covered with blood. We have become as 
brutalized as our enemies, as we have shown in Vietnam, torturing, killing, burn-
ing, combatants and non-combatants alike.
For twenty years we have sacrificed upon the altar of war and its preparation 
the greatest gifts of this nation, the gifts of mind and technique and sensitivity, and 
in so doing, we have demonstrated a total contempt for man.
This same era has given us a glimpse of what man’s knowledge could have done 
for us. But we have made no serious effort to bring this golden age into being. 
Compassion has not been a full-time occupation for any of us. Our ingenuity, our 
resources, have literally been swallowed up by our consuming endeavor to stalk 
the enemy. Our laboratories, our universities, our research centers have found 
themselves dedicated to the same pursuits.
For twenty years the angel of death has hovered over our civilization, fend-
ing off any serious endeavor to re-cultivate the waste places or to make a serious 
assault upon the problems of human anguish. The efforts of the so-called Great 
Society are so feeble and shabby they can hardly be considered more than a token 
of what needs to be done.
The result of all this cannot adequately be measured, but you and I know it in 
the form of greater frustration and estrangement. The poor know it in the form 
of even greater poverty. For it is upon the poverty of [the] multitude that the 
unswerving, irresponsible, irrepressible, dedication to defense and war is built.
Such an age as ours may very well bring tourists to the moon but it will hardly 
make a contribution to the human spirit. For in such an age, the artists, the thought-
ful man, the man of wisdom, the student, even the man of religion, is no longer 
able to see the healing role the responsible use of his talents would demand of him.
It is in the context of such a time that we have come, with all of our different and 
sometimes contradictory points of view, to consider the war in Vietnam.
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And it frightens me to think that I do not have all the solutions to the conflict. 
It frightens me because I think I am, as Americans go, reasonably informed and 
intelligent and concerned. It frightens me to think what I think may never reach 
that cold heart where computers calculate the risk of continuing, enlarging, or 
ending the conflict.
And yet it frightens me even more to contemplate how I should be able to face 
the ugliness of my own silence in the presence of what I know to be criminal, the 
brutalization of our moral sensitivity, the indifference with which we learn of the 
daily body count.
I am not a military strategist. I was a terrible soldier. I cannot write a novel, 
or make a television set or send a rocket to the moon. But does that mean that I 
cannot make an intelligent judgment on whether a work of fiction or a television 
program is worthwhile, or whether the moon is not better off being just for lovers 
rather than for American or Russian tourists?
We are responsible for anything against which we do not protest. What we 
do here then is an expression of that responsibility. If we speak of the tragedy of 
Vietnam and the failure of governments to end that conflict, we think not only 
of Vietnam, but of a world torn by contending ideologies and ambitions. It is our 
task to articulate the human conscience in a world in which the conscience is 
shrunken, shriveled, petrified, rarely able to move beyond the narrow boundaries 
we have set for it.
Each of the contending ideologies is wrapped in the arrogant certainty of its own 
utter rightness. Our country asserts its determination to stop ruthless Communist 
aggression, to defend freedom for Vietnam and the world. North Vietnam, the 
National Liberation Front, the People’s Republic of China proclaim their intention 
to throw back the ruthlessly aggressive American imperialists in defense of the 
right of the Vietnamese to govern themselves, and on behalf of all nations seeking 
national liberation.
We know what price has been paid for this relentless, passionate dogmatism. In 
Vietnam, war has become a way of life, conscripting the young, making widows, 
orphans. Freedom and justice are hollow words, a mockery. They mean torment. Both 
sides have been forced to commit atrocities to mock their claims of self-righteous-
ness. Both have been drawn farther and farther into the maelstrom of destruction.
Surely we must know that war cannot serve the interests of man any longer. In 
this age, with these weapons, how can war do anything but destroy our hopes, our 
accomplishments, our pretensions of humanity? There is no moral justification for 
the horror that our planes, our massive firepower, our brutality have inflicted upon 
the people of Vietnam.
“All I ask,” Albert Camus once told us, “is that in the midst of a murderous world 
we agree to reflect on murder and to make a choice. After that we can distinguish 
those who accept the consequence of being murderers themselves or the accom-
plices of murderers, and those who refuse to do so with all their force and being.”
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The United States has made such a choice, and we find it repugnant. We call upon 
our government to stop the air attacks as an affront to human decency and unworthy 
of a great people. We call upon our government to express a clear intention that it 
intends to end the war with a settlement that will include withdrawing its forces and 
dismantling its military basis. Such a pronouncement supported by immediate and 
meaningful actions to prove our good faith is necessary if either the regime in Saigon 
or the NLF or the N. Vietnamese will take seriously overtures to negotiate.
The people and government of North Vietnam and the NLF have chosen 
whether they will be murderers or accomplices of murderers, and we must be 
shocked and repelled. We must address to them this appeal to abandon the meth-
ods of torture, assassination, the terror. They too are an affront to the whole con-
cept of human decency.
We ask of them that they declare their unqualified willingness to meet with 
representatives of the United States and the present government of S. Vietnam to 
negotiate peace based on the agreements of 1954.
It is difficult to imagine that a world such as ours, divided by suspicion and 
hatred, is capable of turning from war and toward the resolution of conflict by 
non-violent means. Yet this is the choice we must make. Whether or not we will 
compromise with murder.
We need those who have the muscle to care. And more than caring we need 
those who have the courage to be compassionate, who will preserve and cultivate 
an enduring vision of the good and the tender.1
C OMMENTARY BY R ABBI  SANFORD R AGINS
Psychologist Carl Rogers taught that therapists must use words as scalpels—not 
to wound, but to heal. That aptly describes how Leonard Beerman, a therapist of 
the conscience, often worked, as in this powerful talk early in the war in Vietnam. 
A new term—”body count”—had just been added to the American vocabulary. 
Leonard immediately saw the horror and suffering lurking behind this ugly euphe-
mism, and he resolved to use his words to awaken our consciences.
And what powerful words they were!
Incisive, even blunt: “Our hands are covered with blood.”
Sharp: “Peace is cracked in a hundred shivers.”
Eloquent: “It is our task to articulate the human conscience in a world in which 
the conscience is shrunken, shriveled, petrified, rarely able to move beyond the 
narrow boundaries we have set for it.”
Challenging and tough, indeed penetrating: “We are responsible for anything 
against which we do not protest.”
Leonard’s passionately held core beliefs are also evident.




Notes for Symposium on Black Power
January 6, 1967
Beerman’s notes for this symposium on Black Power offer insight into the radical cast 
of his thought. He was writing in a time of growing unrest and consciousness-raising 
regarding race relations in the United States. Somewhat unusually for a rabbi sitting 
in upscale Bel-Air, he evinced considerable sympathy for the banner of Black Power, 
deeming it an essential rallying cry for the disaffected African American underclass. 
He evoked the words of Black Power leader Stokely Carmichael, who would earn 
the opprobrium of many in the Jewish community because of his strong anti-Zionist 
stance. Beerman asserted that, through his critique of integration, Carmichael was 
pushing toward a state of “psychological equality” in which black people would be 
empowered to lift themselves out of the state of poverty and deprivation in which 
white America continued to place them. Beerman affirmed that drive as an antidote 
to what he saw as the institutional racism of America.
The call for Black Power issued by the Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee 
emerged on the Mississippi march led by James Meredith last July. But the concept 
of Black Power is not a recent phenomenon. It has grown out of the agitation and 
the activity of different people and organizations in many Negro communities over 
the years.
No organization has been able to speak to the growing militancy of young 
Negro people living in the urban ghetto. The significance of Black Power as a slo-
gan is that black people are going to use the words they want to use. Black people 
are working to provide the Negro community with a position of strength or power 
from which to make its voice heard.
The double reality of Negro life in America is that Negroes are poor and they 
are black. All of the other problems afflicting the American Negro arise from this 
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two-sided reality. The advocates of Black Power are attempting to win political 
power for impoverished Southern blacks. They are convinced that this is a coun-
try which does not function by morality, love, and non-violence, but by power. 
The purpose of political power and its achievement is that the community thus 
represented can make or participate in making the decisions which will govern 
their destinies, and thus bring about basic change in their day-to-day living. To 
achieve political power meant the struggle to achieve the right to vote in an atmo-
sphere of racist terror, which ruled large sections of the deep South until recent 
years. Voter registration drives were begun. In Alabama, candidates for sheriff tax-
assessors were placed on the ballot, and the symbol of their party was a panther, a 
bold, beautiful animal representing the strength and dignity of the black people, 
Stokely Carmichael says. Politically, Black Power means the coming together of 
black people to elect representatives and to force their representatives to speak to 
their needs.
And the reason for the drive to organize in the black community is the need for 
psychological equality. For the advocates of Black Power, the reality of America is 
that it is a nation that is racist from top to bottom.
How do the advocates of Black Power, Stokely Carmichael and the rest, see 
the United States? They see this country like an octopus of exploitation, “its ten-
tacles stretching from Mississippi and Harlem to South America, the Middle East, 
Southern Africa, Vietnam.” They see the United States as a great colonial power, 
and its colonies include the black ghettos within its borders, north and south. A 
totally different America must be born if the racism which sustains this pattern is 
to die.
White society, according to the advocates of Black Power, prefers to talk about 
integration. Integration means the man who makes it, it means that a man leaves 
his black brothers behind in the ghetto as fast “as his new sports car will take him,” 
as Stokely Carmichael puts it. And integration speaks to the problem of blackness 
in a despicable way. It assumes, or rather it is based on a complete acceptance of 
the notion that in order to have a decent house or an education, blacks must move 
into a white neighborhood or send their children to a white school. This reinforces 
among both black and white the idea that white is automatically better, and black 
is automatically inferior. Integration, therefore, is a subterfuge, allowing the nation 
to focus on a few Southern children getting into white schools while ignoring the 
94% who are left behind in unimproved, all-black schools.
What the advocates of Black Power are driving for is really a psychological 
equality. What they want to achieve is the revolutionary idea that black people are 
able to do things themselves. And the only way to bring this about, they believe, 
is through an aroused and continuing black consciousness. Black people must do 
things for themselves; they must get poverty money they will control and spend 
themselves, they must conduct tutorial programs themselves, so that black chil-
dren can identify with black people.
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America is racist from top to bottom, and this racism is not a problem of human 
relations, but of a pattern of exploitation maintained actively or silently by society 
as a whole. And the rebuilding of society is not primarily a task of the blacks; it is 
the responsibility of the whites.
C OMMENTARY BY R ABBI  CHAIM SEIDLER-FELLER
Leonard was my mentor in social justice and in rabbinic dignity. It is an honor for 
me to comment on his “Notes for the Symposium on Black Power.” Although I will 
take issue with him, I consider my reflections to be part of our ongoing conversation.
The primary problem with the call for Black Power was its overt appeal for sep-
aration and its concomitant identification of all white people as the enemy. The 
movement rhetoric was inflammatory, and the trappings of violence were evident 
from its inception. As a rule any call to power that is not contextualized in a con-
structive framework will quickly degenerate into militancy and will eventually self-
destruct. And disenfranchisement never constitutes a license for nihilistic violence.
What’s more, as a strategy, revolutionary zeal intended to overthrow the extant 
system was bound to fail. Social, political, and economic changes in American 
society were traditionally the result of evolutionary forces that worked to transform 
the system from within. Our deeply rooted commitment to justice as articulated 
in our foundational principles laid claim to all Americans. Martin Luther King’s 
success was a function of the fact that his pursuit of rights for African Americans 
was framed as a campaign for a better America for everyone. Psychologically and 
societally my own commitment to civil rights is a product of my having internal-
ized the moral imperatives of the Jewish tradition that compel me to act on behalf 
of the vulnerable and of my contractual responsibility (obligation?) as a citizen to 
America as a whole.
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Letter to President Lyndon Johnson
April 13, 1967
Never content to remain silent in the face of injustice, Beerman penned a letter to 
President Lyndon B. Johnson in 1967, as he would on subsequent occasions. Here 
he implored the president to avoid using his recently submitted tax payment for the 
Vietnam War. Instead, he recommended to the president that he use tax revenues to 
pursue peace-loving activities.
Dear Mr. President:
Mrs. Beerman and I have just paid our income tax for the year 1966. That por-
tion of our tax which helps to sustain the war in Vietnam has been paid involun-
tarily. We have no wish to support what we consider to be unjust. We should be 
happy to pay even a greater proportion of our income for works of healing and 
peace, but the acts of violence being perpetrated by our government violate our 
conscience. That portion of our tax that helps make these acts possible we pay 
under protest.
Our hearts reach out to you and to all who must face the terror of decision. We 
pray always that the courage of compassion and conciliation may come to those 
who guide and serve both our country and those who oppose it.
Sincerely, 
Leonard I. Beerman
C OMMENTARY BY JUDITH VIORST
The second half of the sixties was a time of accelerating political turmoil as objec-
tion to US involvement in Vietnam expressed itself in a widening range of private 
and public protests: massive demonstrations, teach-ins, the burning of draft cards, 
Figure 18. Leonard Beerman’s letter to President Johnson (1967).
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the occupying of university buildings, pamphlets, and petitions and letters like 
Leonard’s from women and men opposed to the use of their taxes to fund this war.
As a mother of young children living in Washington, DC, I joined Another 
Mother for Peace and Women Strike for Peace, spending many weekends march-
ing my kids around the White House, chanting, “What do you want? Peace. When 
do you want it? Now.” (On other weekends we picketed to the chant “What do you 
want? Freedom,” while I explained to my sons that no, this wasn’t a mistake—we 
were doing civil rights, not peace, today.)
The women I marched with back then made an effort to always be “properly” 
dressed, intending to make the point that even very middle-class, very “proper” 
Americans were passionately against this unjust war. Like Leonard and the deco-
rous tone he strikes in his oppositional but law-abiding letter, we wished to set a 
tone of respectful rebellion.
By the early 1970s, however, even we proper ladies needed to up our game in 
protesting the war, joining a sit-in in the halls of Congress and going—briefly—to 
jail. And Leonard, in the years since his 1967 letter, vastly expanded the realm of 
rabbinical proprieties, showing us in a lifetime of courageous words and deeds 




September 30, 1970 (5731)
In this sermon on the eve of the Jewish New Year in 1970, Beerman reveals the full 
array of his homiletical talents. He begins by expressing delight at seeing old friends, 
members of Leo Baeck Temple, who appeared in the sanctuary once or twice a year, as 
was and is the custom of many American Jews. He then launches into an exposition 
of one of the most vexing of biblical stories, which is recounted on Rosh Hashanah: 
the ‘Akedah, or binding of Isaac by his father.
The cautionary tale of the story is to warn against submission to irrational or 
destructive authority. Many in the modern world have replaced absolute faith in 
God with absolute faith in the State, which calls its citizens to express their loyalty 
by going to war. Returning to the theme of the Vietnam War, albeit in veiled fashion, 
Beerman takes stock of the destruction to human life caused by that war—and all 
war. The present-day challenge—and the opportunity afforded by Rosh Hashanah—
is to break free from the modern “condition of servitude” and resist the impulse to 
barbarism, choosing instead justice and peace.
I come to this night always with a reverence and awe that befit an occasion which 
has so many mystifying powers. It is difficult to speak in the midst of such an 
accumulation of moods and expectations, the almost infinite variety of feelings 
which pulsate in this sanctuary tonight. It is not accidental that we are gripped 
by a feeling of elation as we return to the synagogue, that source from which our 
fathers in every age have drawn their will to survive as Jews. We have been drawn 
to this place by some seductive power whose magic is such that none of us can 
understand its sway over us.
To see the old faces and the new ones, to experience the vitality of numbers, is 
to be shaken by the possibility that there is something of value here after all, that 
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our being here has worth, even a dignity and majesty. We are even more than just 
a little proud of ourselves, for we are, after all, a rather splendid looking array of 
people at least by the standards that most of us are still clinging to.
Perhaps nowhere else in the world does it feel so good to be Jewish, at least 
for those who have emancipated themselves from what they feel to be the rigor-
ous demands of a more observant Judaism. It is easier to be a Jew in Israel, but 
Jewishness is taken for granted there; it becomes a natural, reflexive part of one’s 
being. It is rarely experienced there the way it is here.
But perhaps it is better not to poke around at these feelings, and simply to revel in 
them; to be glad to be alive, to be here, to be near those we love in a time of elation—
a touch of pride, a reverence, a breath of something called sanctity—all of this is 
permitted to bore through the castle wall of that rigid routine by which we ordinar-
ily live our lives, do our work, scurry about making all those gestures of living.
Even this building begins to feel the difference; this orphan feels the warmth of 
care. No longer shivering in neglect, in the cold sounds of silence, it responds to 
the sounds of life.
How fortunate we are to have in the treasure house of our faith this precious 
holy day. Surely part of the subtlety of its power lies in its being a time of serious 
reflection, a time of self-examination and personal judgment. The New Year is 
certainly a time to be joyful, even to be proud of what we are and what we have 
accomplished. It is also a time to give some sober consideration to the manner in 
which we have fashioned our lives and the life of the society of which we are a part.
Our tradition treated Rosh Hashanah not only as a time of judgment and reflec-
tion, but also linked it with the date of the creation of the world. The New Year was 
a creative moment. An entire life could be restructured, transformed, begun anew, 
if only a man would awaken from the slumber of unexamined living.
All the mechanisms of this day are designed to do just that. Prayer and music 
are rich in imagery and suggestiveness. Even the crude and anachronistic sounds 
of the shofar come to shatter our composure, to awaken us, as Maimonides once 
said, from our slumber, to awaken us to what we really are, to what we really yearn 
to be. It awakens us to the still, small voice within us, the one that cries out: “Do 
I have any value? What are human beings for? Am I significant?” It is a voice that 
calls for an ethic of honesty and courage.
A rabbi who approaches this Rosh Hashanah 5731, and gives thought to what 
might be the proper subject of his sermon, is presented with an embarrassment 
of riches. For all mankind these are perilous times, and for the Jewish people in 
particular it seems so. The traumatic events in the Middle East call out for our 
consideration. The condition of the Jews of the Soviet Union, the future of the 
American Jew, and especially the future of our own Temple—(what is to become 
of us?)—that is certainly worthy of some thought and elucidation.
And what of the world—bristling with violence and instability—our own nation, 
poisoned and corrupted in its own fertility and growth, its universities at the ready, 
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a mindless leadership, like so many bullies, flexing their muscles at the young? I 
can see some of the paths that might lead me into. There are so many matters to 
concern us here. I shall get to some of these places before the holy days are done, 
but by way of a circuitous route, by way of a Torah portion we read tomorrow.
Of all the elements that come to shake our composure at the Jewish New Year 
there is none that causes greater embarrassment than the story of the binding of 
Isaac, the ‘Akedah, as it is called in Hebrew. We like to think that Jews are the bear-
ers of an enlightened religious tradition, teaching some of the highest ideals ever 
known to man. How is it possible that our ancestors could have included such 
a horrible story in the sacred Torah, to be read on Rosh Hashanah yet, when all 
of us are here to listen? What kind of man is this terrible Abraham, the father of 
the Hebrew people, who would sacrifice his son? What kind of God is this who 
would demand such a thing? What could be more brutal, more ruthless? Here is 
the aged Abraham who had for so many years longed for a son and who had this 
longing fulfilled. Now he is commanded to offer his only son as a sacrifice, so that 
Abraham’s faith, we are told, might be tested in the heroic exercise of it. But hadn’t 
Abraham already proved his loyalty, his devotion, his faith? What kind of a god is 
it who is so relentlessly demanding of one of his most courageous, most dedicated 
servants? Oh, the Jewish tradition has a dozen ways of explaining away these diffi-
culties. Sometimes the ancient commentators stress the heroism of Abraham. This 
was a test of faith but he stood the test. “Here am I,” he said. He thus established a 
standard of character and integrity, which made him the first hero of his people. In 
every generation Israel would have such heroes—men who would respond, who 
would sacrifice what was most dear to them.
Or the most familiar interpretation: that the story of the ‘Akedah, the 
attempted sacrifice of Isaac, is in reality an outcry against the practice of child 
sacrifice. Now we know that some of the neighboring cultures surrounding the 
land of Israel did indulge in child sacrifice. Israel rejected this practice. Why God 
should have chosen this devious method of teaching such a lesson is never told 
us by the commentators.
The most intriguing explanation of the ‘Akedah was that of the late Professor 
Edmund Cahn, Professor of Law at Columbia, who attempted a juridical approach 
to the problem. He began with the question: What is the source of the evidence? 
Who has testified to the basic facts of the case? Who could be providing the 
account we have of this story? Only two possible witnesses: Abraham and Isaac. 
It seems plausible that Isaac rather than Abraham was the source of this story. 
He outlived his father. Besides everything we know about Abraham contradicts 
the story of the ‘Akedah. Abraham was a man of superb dignity and valor who 
never silently would have accepted such a command. He had left his father’s house, 
migrated to a strange land, believing he had a mission to perform. He laughed in 
his old age when he was told that God was going to provide him with a son from 
a wife who was almost ninety. We would have laughed too. Abraham was the man 
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who inaugurated the greatest of all Jewish traditions when he stood outside the 
wicked city of Sodom and urged God to deal justly and compassionately with its 
inhabitants. He provided one of the great mountain peaks of Jewish history when 
he confronted God, demanding, “Shall not the judge of all the earth himself do 
justly?” How could such a dynamic hero have been the one to tell the story of the 
binding of Isaac?
What of Isaac, Professor Cahn continued. Could he have been the source? He 
survived Abraham. He had plenty of time to develop the story. What kind of a man 
was he? A shadow of a man, tolerably good, and yet had it not been for his father, 
Abraham, and for his son, Jacob, we might never had heard of Isaac. Isaac lacked 
insight. He was soft, submissive, ineffectual. It must have been he who would tell 
such a story.
But how did he come to tell it? Professor Cahn asked. It went very much like 
this: It was a family dinner in Isaac’s old age, like some of our family dinners today. 
The wild, explosive Esau was quarreling with his brother, the dreamer, Jacob. The 
boys had become too big for their mother, Rebecca, to control, and she demands 
that Isaac do something. She nags at her husband and finally with her teeth 
clenched and her anger grinding within her, she screams at her husband: “For 
God’s sake do something to stop Esau and Jacob.” And Isaac does. He looks at his 
two sons and he knows in his heart that each of them is stronger than he and that 
neither of them will obey him. And so in a voice, which attempts to simulate the 
tones of his great father, he tells the ‘Akedah story. He tells it to prove that when he 
was young his feeling of respect and obedience toward his father, was as absolute 
as his father’s respect and obedience toward God. He tells it to show that his sons 
must obey without challenging, without the necessity of first being convinced. He 
tells it because when his father was alive he did not understand him, and now he 
does not understand his own sons. “Listen to me, as my father listened to God, as 
I listened to my father. Listen to me.”
Rebecca sits there silently, stunned. The two sons sulk in their places. Jacob 
remembers the story and it is he who probably recorded it.
Of course this treatment of the story by Professor Cahn is a somewhat playful 
one. He knew just as we do that what the story of Abraham and Isaac reveals to 
us is the life-thwarting element, which can be found in the Jewish tradition, and 
in every religion man has ever fashioned. In all religions there is a strain which 
attempts to enslave man, which tries to force man to give up his freedom, his rea-
son, his responsibility, which tries to make man an obedient and dependent child; 
it is a religion of submission where sin is disobedience, and virtue is the unques-
tioning acceptance of authority. In tribute or service to such authority a man is 
willing to perform the most irrational acts of faith, even as Abraham climbed the 
mountain dutifully to sacrifice his beloved son.
Well, what has all of this to do with us, here on the eve of Rosh Hashanah? 
You might suppose that I have come to tell this story just to show what horrible 
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elements there are in our tradition, as though there were some need to overcome 
the overly sentimental, highly romantic notion that Jews have of their past. I could 
simply be here to say that what makes us important as a people is precisely that we 
are so very human, that even our sacred literature preserves for us those aspects of 
our past that show us and our heroes at their best and at their worst.
But that is not why I rehearse the ‘Akedah here tonight in anticipation of tomor-
row morning’s Torah reading. What makes the Torah rich and enduring is not 
that it tells us interesting or even disturbing stories about Moses and Abraham 
and the prophets, and all the others. No, it is telling us something about man in 
his encounter with life; it is telling about the human experience; it is talking about 
us. In every generation of human history men have received a call to sacrifice 
their sons. In every generation, like so many Abrahams, men have responded to 
that call. Dutifully, in obedience to tribe, to clan, to king and country, to nation, 
to defend the fatherland, to rescue the Holy Grail from the infidels, to uproot the 
heretics, to defend our honor, our liberty, our credibility—in every generation the 
fathers have sent forth their Isaacs to be slain upon the altar of war.
As for us, we no longer believe in a commanding God. We find it difficult to 
understand an Abraham whose faith in God had such enormous power over him. 
But we merely substituted for God another power as great as God himself. Our 
god is no longer the God above gods Abraham served. Our god is our unswerving 
subservience to the nation and the way of life that has been created here, and in 
service to the State, the nation, its system of production, its law and order, its way 
of life, we and all of the fathers before us have been willing to destroy the life of 
our children.
Let it be remembered that the Torah does not permit Isaac to be killed. A voice 
speaks to Abraham on the mountain, calls out to him, “Abraham, Abraham, lay 
not thy hand upon the lad.” And Isaac is spared.
One of the late Hasidic rabbis, Menachem Mendel, said that this story teaches 
us that only God has the right to command us to destroy another man, and that 
even if the smallest angel comes forth to counter such an order, we must obey 
the angel.
But ours is a history of the fathers who would not listen to that voice calling 
upon them not to slay their sons. We insist upon the way of death.
One of the great British poets of World War I, Wilfred Owen, shortly before 
he was killed in France in November 1910, wrote this poem, which he called “The 
Parable of the Old Men and the Young.”
So Abram rose, and clave the wood, and went
And took the fire with him, and a knife.
And as they sojourned both of them together,
Isaac the first-born spake and said, My Father,
Behold the preparations, fire and iron,
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But where the lamb for this burnt-offering?
Then Abram bound the youth with belts and straps,
And builded parapets and trenches there,
And stretched forth the knife to slay his son.
When lo! an angel called him out of heaven,
Saying, Lay not thy hand upon the lad,
Neither do anything to him. Behold,
A ram, caught in the thicket by its horns;
Offer the Ram of Pride instead of him.
But the old man would not do so, but slew his son,—
And half the seed of Europe, one by one.
Is that not precisely what the fathers have done to their sons? How long will we 
continue to play the role in this brutal tragedy?
How do we kill the young? Not only by our dedication to the system of inter-
national violence, but primarily by way of perpetuating a way of life that ignores 
so many essentially human needs, a way of life that is single-minded in its dedica-
tion to organization and technical achievement, whose actions are not guided by 
what will make men healthier and happier. Behind the façade of freedom we think 
we have, we are enslaved, rigidly obedient to a society that mindlessly preempts 
human energies, exhausts human resources for non-human ends. It is a society, to 
use Hans Morgenthau’s words, that grows monstrously for the sake of growth, that 
ravages natural and scenic resources, and where the work people do and the goods 
and services produced are not really judged by human needs.
Our way of life, the one that has made all of us its captive, the one into which we 
try to indoctrinate our children with all of the mechanisms employed by our soci-
ety, does not permit any value to interfere with efficiency, organization, growth, 
progress—not beauty, not community, not even the supreme value of life itself, 
and the signs of death—the decay of cities, the destruction of the natural environ-
ment, racial conflict, poverty, are not the result of accidental misfortunes, or even 
poor judgment; they are the result of the way in which the social and economic 
policies of this society operate.
The militarization of American life, the war in Indochina, the orgy of wasteful 
production and distribution are all a part of a gigantic hoax that we are trying to 
perpetuate on our children. It is a huge joke that we are free. We are killing one 
another. We are killing our own capacity to be human. And a voice is calling out 
to us, the young, the blacks, the students, the violence itself, as ugly and brutal as 
it all is, is that not a cry for help—a voice calling upon us to put an end to the way 
of death and to affirm the way of life? Will we listen to that voice the way Abraham 
did and not slay our children upon the altar of a way of life which commands our 
total subservience? Do we still have the capacity to be free in our judgment of what 
is truly human in the life that has been given to us?
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The task and the possibility of the human being is to move out of this condition 
of servitude to live at least as many moments as possible in freedom, in honesty, 
in responsibility.
That is what we must demand of one another, that is what the voice is calling 
us, begging us to do if we are to survive in this inhuman death-driven era in which 
we have been fated to live.
The Rosh Hashanah calls us to be free; the Rosh Hashanah calls us to be free 
from all the old enslavements; it calls us to the continuing possibility of our own 
transformation. This day a new world can come into being. A new person can 
come into being.
Once Socrates was describing the ideal society to his friend Glaucon. And 
Glaucon countered saying: “Socrates, I do not believe that there is such a City of 
God anywhere on earth.” And Socrates answered, “Whether such a city exists in 
heaven or ever will exist on earth, the wise man will live after the manner of that 
city, having nothing to do with any other, and in so looking upon it, will set his 
own house in order.”
Whether the City of God will ever exist in heaven or even here on earth the 
wise Jew is called upon to try to live after the manner of that ideal City and to 
begin by setting himself, his own household in order, that is what the New Year 
asks of us, and because we are asked, it must mean that we are capable of doing it.
C OMMENTARY BY PROFESSOR  
JONATHAN D.  GREENBERG
Rabbi Leo Baeck called Judaism “the religion of moral optimism.” The Hebrew 
prophets were “optimists” in their relentless expression of “scorn for the present, 
derision for the status quo”—and their fierce insistence that a broken world can 
be redeemed. Jewish prophets, ancient and contemporary, are “the great believers 
who hold fast to the future and lead step by step toward it. They are the consolers 
of the people, the humans within humanity [die Menschen der Menschheit].”
Erev Rosh Hashanah, 1970. Leo Baeck Temple, Los Angeles. I’m thirteen years 
old. Reading this text, years later, I hear Rabbi Beerman’s voice. What does it mean 
to be a Jew? A human being? Leonard’s voice revealed the path I traveled to answer 
these questions in my own life.
By “Leonard’s voice” I mean the gentle, resonant sound of his voice, its human 
intimacy, and the feelings it conveyed: kindness, sadness and compassion, urgency, 
anger and power. I mean Leonard’s voice as a writer, the elegance of his prose, the 
diversity and depth of his literary imagination. The way he opened our eyes and 
minds, moving us from complacency to disquiet.
Leonard’s voice erased barriers between Hebraism and Hellenism. Between holy 
texts and secular poetry. Between peoples and nations. Even at Israel’s triumph in 
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the 1967 Six-Day War, Rabbi Beerman insisted that the heart-rending grief of Arab 
and Jewish mothers is the same.
In this Rosh Hashanah sermon, biblical struggles unfold in the present. The 
terrible shadow of the ‘Akedah falls on us. We are Abraham, a gleaming knife in 
our hand, above Isaac, bound at the altar. Leonard called us to protest. Against the 
slaughter of innocents in Indochina; the threat of nuclear annihilation; the gross 
inequality of American society. He called us to recognize that all children, of all 
races and faiths, are our sons and daughters—and to act accordingly.
Like Isaiah, Micah, and Jeremiah—and Martin Luther King Jr.—Leonard called 
us to be socially maladjusted; to reject the unconscionable violence of national and 
global systems; to affirm the dignity, value, and life of every human being through-
out the world.
Rabbi Beerman was a consoler of the people, a human within humanity. 
Fearlessly expressing scorn for the present, derision for the status quo, he showed 
us the path of peace, justice, and redemption.
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How I Lost the Election in St. Louis
July 9, 1971
Beerman’s report of his defeat in the election for the position of vice president (and 
thereafter president) of the Central Conference of American Rabbis (CCAR) high-
lights a certain ferment within Reform Judaism in 1971. His initial nomination for 
the vice presidency, followed by the unprecedented challenge to it, reflected a deep 
generational divide within the Reform rabbinate. Beerman, at fifty, represented the 
young guard, which was regarded with considerable trepidation by older rabbis. The 
issue at hand was not merely the question of who would be in charge of the move-
ment. Reform rabbis were also divided at this time over whether they should be per-
mitted to perform mixed marriages (the policy of the CCAR today is to discourage 
but not prohibit rabbis from doing so, though the movement did agree to regard those 
born to Jewish fathers as Jews in 1983).
Beerman also reports that colleagues were divided over matters of intense political 
concern in America of the time—for example, whether to oppose the military draft 
or to support bail for political activist and scholar Angela Davis. Moreover, he relates 
that at least one colleague opposed him for the vice presidency of the CCAR because 
of his views on Israel—an early indication of his critical stance, which would become 
a cornerstone of his political engagement, and a source of controversy within the 
Jewish community.
I have just returned from a most painful experience. Two weeks ago in St. Louis 
I suffered a defeat, and I didn’t enjoy it at all. I came away from it licking my 
wounds, whimpering. I had my rabbinic nose rubbed in the dirt; I was clobbered 
in public. I played the role of victim in an event that made history. Oh, you won’t 
ever read about it in the Readers Digest, or for that matter in the Jewish Digest. 
How I Lost the Election in St. Louis    151
It’s the kind of history that is already forgotten, or will never be written. It isn’t 
very important history. It concerns the 82nd Annual Conference of the Central 
Conference of American Rabbis. Within a period of less than 24 hours I was and 
was not the next Vice President of the CCAR. The nominating committee had 
selected me on Wednesday afternoon to the post, which according to conference 
tradition leads normally to the presidency two years later. Had the tradition of the 
CCAR been followed this time, I would have been perhaps the youngest president 
in the eighty-two-year history of the American reform rabbinate. But history was 
made in another way. In the closing hours of the convention after the majority 
of those attending had gone back home, for the first time in conference history a 
nomination was made from the floor opposing mine: and the new vice president, 
president to be, is not the fifty-year-old Leonard I. Beerman of Los Angeles, but 
the sixty-year-old Robert I. Kahn of Houston, a revered and distinguished col-
league whom I fully expected would be the next president anyway.
Those of us who were in St. Louis will have trouble making sense out of what 
occurred there. It was a confusing time, and we are still too close to it to under-
stand just exactly what happened, but there might be some value in talking about 
it. At least it serves a purpose for me. If I made a fool of myself in St. Louis there is 
no reason why you shouldn’t know about it. Or for that matter if I had been a hero.
I think my troubles began when I was thirteen years old. To begin with, I was 
very slow in growing. The signs of maturity were delayed in coming. At eighteen I 
could still get into the movies as a twelve year old. Maybe that’s why at fifty some 
of my colleagues counted me among the young rabbis of our rabbinic association. 
But something else happened at thirteen. I had straight black hair and I wanted 
wavy hair. I had rich and powerful fantasies about me with wavy hair. And sure 
enough in the summer of my thirteenth year I went swimming in the dirty old 
Shiawassee River that meandered through our little Michigan town, and I devel-
oped a good solid case of typhoid fever, in the process I lost my straight black hair, 
and wonder of wonders my fantasy became a reality; the new hair came in wavy 
and curly. And that’s the way it remained, until twenty-five years later when bald-
ness began to take over.
That’s where my troubles began, when my hair was straight. Ever since then I 
have had a great reverence for fantasies. Fantasy enriches my life and quite often 
has made life tolerable to me. I use it especially at religious services and board 
meetings. If I don’t like what’s going on I create my own meeting out of my fanta-
sies. It’s exciting and pleasurable.
These last two years have been very difficult for me. I have been the secretary 
of our rabbinical association, the CCAR. I have been deprived. Secretaries have to 
listen, have to take notes. No place for fantasy. No private meetings. For two years 
I have had to bear that burden. I flew to St. Louis a couple of weeks ago know-
ing that this would be the last meeting at which I would serve as secretary. But 
that also meant no office in the CCAR. No trips to New York. No opportunities 
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to see our daughter who attends College at 116th and Broadway. What would I 
do? The fantasy apparatus started working; starved, famished after two years of 
 deprivation—bursting for expression. I couldn’t be secretary again. They don’t 
usually reelect men to offices. They like to pass the honors around. That left only 
the vice presidency. But I’m only fifty. It ordinarily goes to a man ten years later. 
Besides there’s Robert Kahn of Houston; by all the laws of conference tradition—
service to the conference, distinction, respect of colleagues—Kahn is our next 
president. Impossible for you; your turn might come, if you are lucky, in ten years, 
if it’s to be at all. But not now. Forget it.
But the worm had entered the apple; the fantasy had entered my mind, and 
although I didn’t really think about it until two days later—that’s where the trouble 
began, back on the Shiawassee River.
Meanwhile the Conference went on its somewhat boring way. It voted down a 
resolution urging an end to the draft, which I had drafted myself. That was my first 
defeat. It avoided a statement which would directly support Angela Davis’ right 
to bail; it postponed for a year a confrontation on the question of a self-imposed 
draft of chaplains for the military, and it postponed a consideration of a question 
Rabbi Kominsky was very much involved in, the question of mixed marriage. I 
myself was to give a formal response (at one of the low points of the meeting on 
Wednesday night) to a paper delivered by an Adlerian psychologist from Chicago, 
but that was still to come.
By Tuesday some of the youngest men of the Conference were ready to go 
home. One made plans to attend a rock festival in New Orleans, rather than stay in 
the heat of St. Louis. He discussed the idea with an older colleague who suggested 
he try to turn the Conference around—take a new direction; bring in a man who 
represents some of the diffused yearnings of the disenchanted, Leonard Beerman. 
The young Rabbi with hair and beard longer even than Kominsky, on little scraps 
of paper, circulated a petition, requesting the nominating committee to propose 
Beerman, and went about gathering signatures by the dozens.
Some signed out of conviction; others who never even heard of me. I made a 
half-hearted effort to stop it. I told the chairman of the nominating committee, I 
wasn’t interested in the job, but two older colleagues and past presidents told me 
that was an arrogant, nonsensical thing to do. Arrogant to turn down a nomina-
tion before it was offered, nonsense to think I had any chance of being nominated 
in the first place.
Wednesday evening at dinner, while Martha and I were sitting making conver-
sation with the psychologist who was about to deliver the paper that I was to give 
the response to, the chairman of the nominating committee came to me with the 
news—I was the unanimous choice of the nominating committee on the second 
ballot. The committee had felt it was time for a change, they wanted a candidate 
independent of existing power structures—some such talk—and like typhoid 
fever in the Shiawassee, and wavy hair emerging magically out of my fantasies 
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it had really happened. I woke up in the middle of the night feeling proud of 
myself—already alive with new imaginings of what I might do for the young and 
the excluded, the forgotten men of the Conference.
Some eight hours later, two-thirds of the conference having gone home, a col-
league took the floor, visibly shaken, pained at violating the established tradition 
of the Conference, and nominated from the floor Robert Kahn of Houston. More 
important than the sanctity of the nominating committee, which never in its his-
tory has had its choice challenged, was the sanctity of age. Age rose up to protect 
its prerogatives. How could the Conference trample over a man of age and respect 
and competence, no matter how worthy this Beerman might be?
Only one man rose to attack Beerman, someone who claimed to be liberal and 
of the left, but deeply disturbed by my position on Israel, something he had heard 
at Miami two years before, or thought he heard. Someone else got up to attack 
Kahn for his purported alliance with the military industrial complex. Kahn had 
served as chaplain for the American Legion. The young men who spoke, spoke for 
Beerman. The ballot was made secret. The atmosphere was very solemn, rabbini-
cal, but tense. The vote was taken and Beerman went down, 77 to 55.
Several young men had raced out to pay their $35 registration fee, which many 
of them had not been able to afford, just so they could vote—but it was not enough.
What had happened? I am not sure. The young men had distributed the peti-
tion because they felt the Conference was ignoring them and their needs. Men 
under thirty felt they were not needed or trusted. Their feelings of impotence and 
frustration prodded them into this campaign to elect someone almost twice their 
age but whom they felt shared their aspirations. In the eyes of the elders of the 
Conference, although I was fifty, I was still identified with the young.
No question that the older men felt threatened, fearful of the radical change 
they somehow perceived in my election. But more than that there was a great 
unrest that permeated the entire Conference and the profession itself. Young 
men were concerned about being ignored and neglected—they perceived their 
Conference as moribund, not responsive to the changing needs of the time. Older 
men were very uneasy about their security.
One of the most distinguished colleagues, after seventeen years of service to 
a great congregation in the East, was summarily fired a few weeks ago. And that 
shook us all up, because he is a man of considerable distinction, and if congrega-
tions can treat rabbis of distinction and long service in what appears to us to be an 
arbitrary fashion, you can imagine how lesser men might have had their security 
severely shaken. Even the middle-aged men began to be threatened by the exag-
gerated attention being given to the young.
They found themselves suddenly passed over by a Conference, which had ignored 
them when they were young, and now they were already too old to be young.
The Conference was split over a dozen issues. Over mixed marriage, when an 
effort was made by the then President of our Conference to add more traditional 
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teeth to the forty-two-year-old conference position declaring mixed marriages to 
be contrary to the tradition of Jewish religion and therefore to be discouraged 
by the American rabbinate. That’s the way the words read forty-two years ago 
and still apply. Roland Gittelson, our outgoing president, in his opening address 
called upon the members of the Conference to declare officially that they would 
not officiate at such mixed marriages. That produced a strong division within the 
Conference.
There was a division of feelings about the new prayer book which is in the pro-
cess of being developed, and which has been circulated throughout the Conference 
over the last couple of years and will probably reach the printer within the next 
two or three years—there too the response showed a broad diversity within the 
Reform movement.
What we see in our Conference is essentially what we see in our congregations. 
We are ministering to a divided group of Jews. An infinitely varied group of Jews. 
Somehow the existing structures are seeking a way to respond to the variety of 
needs and values and ideals which can be found within the individual structures, 
without trampling on the rights of any individual, with due regard for the need for 
change, with due reverence for tradition, trying to find a path that makes sense, 
that is intelligible, that will respond to the need for change and at the same time 
not trample on the feelings of the old or those who are content with the old. That 
is the difficulty that faces the Conference, even as it faces our individual congrega-
tions. The revolt of the young, and the willingness of the young, whoever the young 
may be, to try out the new, to probe and risk the new, of course appears always as 
a threat to the existing institutions and existing structures of power. Certainly that 
in part was true in St. Louis.
And as for me, I ignored that old Jewish lesson, “don’t make waves,” don’t make 
trouble, and you will never get hurt. I for a moment was touched, puffed up with 
the spirit of ambition. I forgot the little boy who was swimming in the Shiawassee 
and I lived for a moment in the world of fantasy. I learned that it is possible to get 
hurt. It is possible to get your nose pushed in the dirt, and it is possible to have it 
done in the presence of all of your friends, your colleagues. I learned much more: 
That I have many friends, wonderful friends, particularly among the young men 
of the Conference, and among the old as well. I learned that the Conference will 
never be the same again, and in many different ways.
Who knows what the future will hold. Perhaps even these Reform rabbis, in 
their wonderful variety, will discover again, as my friend Richard Levy says, that 
Reform is something more than a struggle between the old and the new but rather 
a way in which, perhaps, we can turn this country of ours around. Perhaps we can 
find a relevant way to transform our lives as Jews and through the transformation 
of our own lives, the life of the society of which we are a part.
In the meantime I can go back now to my private meetings. As a booby prize they 
elected me to the Executive Board of the CCAR. So I’ll get those trips to New York.
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If I don’t like the Executive Board meeting, I can conduct my own private meet-
ings. I suppose there is some kind of poetic justice in that.
And so it was a hot seething week in St. Louis. A lot of feelings are ruffled, a lot 
of people were made happy. A lot of people came home wiser, more sober, more 
troubled, and maybe even a little more hopeful about the possibilities of the future.
C OMMENTARY BY PROFESSOR WILLIAM CUT TER
I was one of those young rabbis who hoped that Leonard Beerman could revive 
the professional guild of Reform Rabbis, known as the CCAR. I was new to our 
shared work, but I already knew Rabbi Beerman to be a forthright speaker, a man 
of robust integrity, and one of those rare public figures with a sense of irony about 
himself. Soon after I joined Leo Baeck Temple to learn from him and to share in his 
quiet aura, I found that around the nation, other young rabbis were beginning to 
look to him for leadership. Without trying very hard (and we liked that, it seems), 
he was a man whose opinions had to be reckoned with. Among those opinions 
were certain beliefs about leadership, and a caution about univocal-homogenous 
support for Israel’s new role as a power in the Middle East. Both aspects of his 
uniqueness inspired the original nomination, but probably helped to change the 
direction away from his nomination as our next president once the demographic 
balance shifted at the end of our conference.
I was not used to seeing Leonard display that much public ambition, and his 
generally gentle approach to things within the CCAR makes the document before 
us all the more intriguing—and perhaps more important historically. Leonard’s 
words here bespeak a genuine disappointment with the outcome of a quirky situa-
tion, along with a concern that dissent of a certain kind may be respected but not 
viewed as appropriate for rabbinic leadership. A more conventional, and predict-
able, substitute was found in the elegant Robert Kahn. One could protest proce-
dure, but not the integrity of the new choice.
Yes, many of us wanted someone more challenging, and our selection of 
Leonard reflected that aspiration. Perhaps we followed in the spirit shown at the 
Chicago political convention of 1968. And I, personally, regretted that I could not 
be in St. Louis for the challenge.
Many of us communicated for a long time after our rabbinic convention about 
our disappointment. None were more disappointed than Leonard Beerman, but 
none were more surprised than we, his loyal Hasidim, who were not used to think-
ing about Leonard’s ambitions to turn his professional guild around. That aspira-
tion is reflected in these surprising, humorous, and deeply human words.
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Invocation for Religious Leaders 
for McGovern
June 1, 1972
As a reflection of his own strong political proclivities, Rabbi Beerman delivered an 
invocation at a gathering of religious leaders to hear the Democratic candidate for 
president, Senator George McGovern. He held McGovern in high regard, as an intel-
ligent and moral man—in many respects, the opposite of how he regarded President 
Richard M. Nixon. The invocation repeats, in large measure, the language of his pre-
sentation at the UCLA teach-in on Vietnam in 1966, with a slight change to take note 
of the passage of time—and the continuation of the Cold War.
“It was the best of times; it was the worst of times. It was the age of wisdom; it was 
the age of foolishness. It was the season of Light; it was the season of Darkness, it 
was the spring of hope; it was the winter of despair. We had everything before us. 
We had nothing before us. We were all going direct to Heaven; we were all going 
direct the other way . . .”
Those are the familiar words with which Charles Dickens opened his novel A 
Tale of Two Cities. The paradoxes to which he addressed himself unfortunately 
persist in our times, and to live in the midst of such paradoxes is the particular 
challenge and burden of our generation.
Forces of change beyond the control of even the best men are pushing aside 
the remaining ramparts of the old certainties, those truths that once sheltered and 
comforted us. Peace is cracked in a hundred shivers. The air of the Cold War has 
momentarily become warmer, but it still chills the night. In America we look out-
ward and the world envies or despises or distrusts us. We look inward and we 
are plagued by the rising tide of the poor, the urban hopeless, the massive and 
still unresolved protest of Blacks, Chicanos, women and other oppressed groups. 
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It is emotionally wearing to be living at the end of one era and the beginning of 
another, vaguely knowing that something is coming to an end, and something is 
crouching toward Bethlehem waiting to be born.
For almost twenty-five years, we have been living through a time called a “Cold 
War.” For twenty-five years, our government has been acting on the assumption 
that communism was on the march for the conquest of the world and that it was 
the manifest destiny of the United States to save the world from suffering this fate. 
In the pursuit of this mirage, this myth, we have engaged in the most fantastic kind 
of international adventurism. In the process, our hands have been covered with 
blood. We have become as brutalized as those we call our enemies, as we have seen 
how some of our best young men have been able to torture, kill, and burn combat-
ants and non-combatants alike.
For twenty-five years, we have sacrificed upon the altar of war and its prepara-
tion the greatest gifts of this nation, the gifts of mind and technique and sensitivity, 
and in so doing we have demonstrated a total contempt for man. This same era 
has given us a glimpse of what man’s knowledge could have done for us, but we 
have made no serious effort to bring this golden age into being. Compassion has 
not been a full-time occupation for any of us. Our ingenuity, our resources, have 
literally been swallowed up by our consuming endeavor to stalk the enemy. Our 
laboratories, our universities, our research centers have found themselves dedi-
cated to the same fanatical pursuits.
For twenty-five years, the angel of death has hovered over our civilization, fend-
ing off any serious endeavor to re-cultivate the waste places or to make a serious 
assault upon the problems of anguish.
The result of all this cannot adequately be measured. You and I know it in the 
form of greater frustration and estrangement, a sense of impotence. The poor 
know it in the form of even greater poverty.
Such an age as ours may very well bring tourists to the moon but it will hardly 
make a contribution to the human spirit. For in such an age, the artist, the thought-
ful man, the man of wisdom, the student, even the man of religion is no longer able 
to see the healing role the responsible use of his talents would demand of him . . .
C OMMENTARY BY THE REVEREND J.  EDWIN BAC ON
We were reeling in 1971—those of us in America’s “peace and justice community.” 
We had recently been struck by a season of assassinations—of President Kennedy, 
of Dr. King, and of Bobby Kennedy. And then there was the protracted immoral 
war in Vietnam, perverting the nation’s leaders to justify the “fog of war.” Our 
nation sacrificed on the altar of war innocent Vietnamese lives, American youth 
and technology, all the while draining limited resources from those who were poor 
and hungry to feed war’s voracious appetite. When Leonard Beerman offered his 
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invocation, a hopeful moment had arisen in George McGovern’s clear and cou-
rageous voice, naming the immorality of the war in Vietnam and holding out a 
promise for a different national and global narrative.
That narrative was one of moral reckoning and self-critique about the sacrilege 
of what we were doing in the name of democracy. Leonard knew the paradox of 
the moment as he invoked the God of justice and peace in lyrical language and 
with a clear moral imperative, echoing not only the Torah and the Prophets, but 
also Dickens, Yeats, and Didion. Leonard never shied away from moral indictment 
and outrage, but always delivered them with words of love and hope.
Because of Leonard, we who heard his words and were inspired by his actions 
felt more deeply our discomfiting yet exhilarating mission: to join the resistance, 
to make a contribution to the human spirit, and to play our role in the never-
ending enterprise of healing.
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Survival in a Nuclear Age
February 17, 1984
The subject of Rabbi Beerman’s Friday night sermon was a recurrent one: the threat 
of nuclear annihilation. He and George Regas, along with their close Muslim col-
league Maher Hathout, had been devoted to the cause of nuclear disarmament for 
decades; together, they founded the Interfaith Center to Reverse the Arms Race, 
which was based at All Saints Church in Pasadena. The concern of disarmament 
advocates such as Beerman, Regas, and Hathout was heightened significantly by the 
election of Ronald Reagan as president in 1980. Reagan vowed to rebuild the US 
military and undertake an overhaul of the American nuclear arsenal. For Beerman, 
this was not merely a bad investment, but a choice of death over life. Summoning his 
characteristic prophetic wrath, he called attention to all of the suffering—poverty, 
illness, lack of education—that was prolonged by the billions of dollars sunk into the 
arms race. “Our ultimate commitment,” he thundered in pointing to that race, “is not 
to what is humane, not to God, but to this super Moloch—in whose nuclear temple 
we have been prepared to sacrifice our children.” He concluded by invoking the words 
of Holocaust survivor Samuel Pisar, which he quoted on other occasions, to the effect 
that true security resides not in weapons of destruction, but in caring for the well-
being of people, and especially in educating the young.
Rabbi David Polish once wrote this: “There is a world out in space which is an 
exact duplicate of our own. It is populated with men and women like ourselves. 
They live in countries like our own. They conduct business and raise families. 
They live under various economies and governments, and are divided into differ-
ent national, religious, and racial groups. They differ in only one respect. In each 
country, there is a pathological obsession with human welfare. As a result, over 
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sixty percent of the national budgets are devoted to a compulsive and hysterical 
desire toward sheltering life from the normal ravages of human existence, which 
we accept more stoically. Billions of dollars are spent by governments on the con-
quest of disease. Over the years, nations have poured their resources into medical 
research and today no cancer, no vascular disease, no kidney ailments, no degen-
erative disease exist. Unheard of sums are spent by governments on housing. They 
have so tortured their fiscal policies that slums and blight are unheard of. They 
are so over-protective of their children that they overpay teachers, and training 
schools for teachers have to turn candidates away. The perverseness of these condi-
tions reaches its greatest height in their legislation against all private charities on 
behalf of human welfare. The outlawing of private charity has, of course, stifled the 
philanthropic instincts of the people.
“There is only one exception to this restriction against private benevolence. 
Since the national budgets are so swollen with welfare appropriations, there is little 
left for national defense. It therefore becomes necessary for private citizens to raise 
money for armaments. Thousands of private organizations exist with this purpose 
alone. There are clubs to buy [guns]1 through raffles. People stand with tin cups 
on street corners to collect coins for the purchase of hand grenades. Drives are 
conducted to acquire submarines. There are tag days for military aircraft. Charities 
sponsor dances to buy uniforms. The national government simply neglects the 
problems of defense, and lets the burden fall on private agencies. But the inad-
equacy of this system is apparent to all. People are grumbling that under such 
conditions, there can never be another war.”
Like peddlers with packs on their backs, wherever Jews go, they carry an assort-
ment of notions, ideals. Many of them are very old, and they have found their way 
into the very being of all that is held to be precious in this beloved country of ours 
and even in civilization itself. Some, like the belief in the possibilities of human 
compassion and peace, are battered and tired and worn. Others, since they come 
out of a people that has had such a long history, have to do with history itself, and 
history meditated upon can be very solemn and very haunting.
I do not like this idea (an idea about which Robert Sinai has so chillingly writ-
ten), yet it haunts me more than I wish. It is this, history teaches, if nothing else, 
that every civilization has perished sooner or later. Human social systems with 
their human beings anxious, insecure, swollen with pride, driven by the will to 
power, corrupted by self-intoxication and self-deception, sooner or later sin against 
the laws of proportion and harmony and plunge into decay and self-destruction. 
Every civilization in human history has made such a fatal error.
Now our civilization may be in the process of making the same mistake. We 
have been so infused with the conceit that we could escape the remorseless fate 
that has overtaken all previous social systems, that we with our science and indus-
try, our democracy, our ingenuity, could violate what appears to be an iron law of 
history. The arms race has doomed us to nuclear insanity. Technological processes 
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have committed the United States and the USSR to collective mechanisms of 
destruction so gross that they defy our imaginations. Our nations have become 
vast armories, and we are now both engaged in enlarging our capacity to destroy 
one another. Pre-empting every other human purpose, the nuclear arms race in 
all of its arrogant compulsions imposes on a world of hungry, tormented people; 
imposes on a world where 700 million adults are illiterate, 500 million children do 
not go to school, 500 million suffer malnutrition; imposes on such a world more 
than 700 billion dollars worth of weaponry every year. For the sake of protecting 
their nations, the leaders of the United States and the Soviet Union have been bra-
zenly prepared to sacrifice more than 100 million of their citizens on the first day 
of an all-out nuclear war.
So we are now in a position of asymmetrical nuclear parity: We, with our 9,500 
strategic nuclear warheads; the Soviet Union with their 8,000; 50,000 in all types 
of nuclear weapons. And now, under the Reagan budget, a one and one-half tril-
lion dollar expenditure over a five-year period has been approved, and the build-
ing of 17,000 additional nuclear weapons over the next ten years. A billion dollars 
a day, almost a million a minute.
You and I have permitted this to happen. We have permitted the so-called spe-
cialists in defense to set the priorities for our country and the world. We have per-
mitted them to enmesh us all in the cycle of design, production, and obsolescence, 
enlarging their power, the power of the military industrial colossus over our lives.
And we pay a terrible price for that. President Eisenhower recognized that 
when he said years ago: “Every gun made, every warship launched, every rocket 
fired, signifies a theft from those who hunger and are not fed, those who are cold 
and not clothed.”
Isn’t it a perversion of everything that is morally precious in our religious tradi-
tion to permit the military to set the priorities for our country and the world? How 
can we pursue human goals, how can we reckon with the decay of our cities, how 
can we care for the poor and the hungry and the abandoned, how can we pretend 
to revere the dignity that is present in every human being, when our ultimate com-
mitment is not to what is humane, not to God, but to this super Moloch—in whose 
nuclear temple we have been prepared to sacrifice our children?
This is the greatest threat to our life, to the life of the human race. This is the 
greatest social, political, economic, environmental, theological religious Jewish 
issue confronting us today. This is what we must set ourselves against, if we are 
truly Jews dedicated to the ideals of our tradition. This is why we must become a 
part of a developing religious voice in the land, the constituency of those who insist 
on reversing the nuclear arms race. How can we erect a religious commitment on 
a foundation of the believable threat to kill a hundred million of God’s children?
Nothing is as hard to overcome as the will to be enslaved to our own moral 
inertia. Yet we know there is another power within us, the power of our own 
decency, our own critical intelligence, the power of the human spirit, a spiritual 
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power present in every person—and it can be actualized. We shall have to actual-
ize this power without pretending away our need for security, or that we do indeed 
live in a world brimming with anger and suspicion, inertia and adversaries.
There is a story members of the clergy like to tell. It concerns a minister or 
priest or rabbi who wanted to stage an object lesson for the members of the con-
gregation, so the cleric places a lion and lamb in a cage just outside the entrance of 
his church. And they lived together in peace. And people came from miles around 
to see this remarkable phenomenon. Finally, the governor of the state, intrigued 
by this remarkable feat, sent a delegation to inquire how the minister pulled off the 
trick. “Oh, there’s no trick at all,” said the minister. “All you have to do is put in a 
fresh lamb from time to time.”
In the real world, we know very well, lions and lambs do not live together 
peacefully. Even the prophet Isaiah, when he spoke of such a possibility, was refer-
ring to a time in the distant future, a messianic time. And that’s where the rub 
is for us: How to face up to the truth of this real world of brutality, fear, mutual 
rivalry, the need for security, and still retain hope, still work for something differ-
ent, work to reverse the arms race, work to retain our faith in human destiny, and 
still maintain a firm conviction that we can (to use Neruda’s words) “approach a 
great common tenderness.” We must not let this hope be crushed amidst the pow-
ers and principalities.
Let hope give us the courage to say “No” to all those mighty forces that would 
condemn us to the continuing despair of the waste and perversion of all that 
affirms the humane, the intelligent, and the tender that is within us.
In June of 1981, 6,000 Jews gathered in Jerusalem at a conference of survivors 
of the Holocaust, gathered to perpetuate the memory of the victims in a world 
whose memory is fading. They recalled their nightmares, remembering how their 
world was destroyed, and attempted to draw insights into how their children’s 
world could be preserved. Speaking before members of Israel’s Knesset, survivor 
of Auschwitz, world-renowned lawyer Samuel Pisar had this to say:
“We have a unique legacy to hand down to our fellowmen, Jews and non-Jews 
alike, especially to the young, because our message of blood and hope is not about 
the past but about the future . . . we must help save them from tragedy . . . We must 
impress upon them the true meaning of the dangers pushing mankind to a new 
Holocaust . . . For us, the Holocaust is not just a terrible memory that will never 
be erased, it is a constant warning. We feel in our bones the fear and the grow-
ing fury lurking in the roots of seething international disputes, which diplomats, 
economists, and politicians discuss with such dry indifference . . . For we saw at 
Auschwitz a model for destroying the human species. We are the ones who know 
that the unthinkable can happen . . . We have a duty to reaffirm, in this place and 
at this time, the primordial importance of the great values of Judaism in the con-
tinued quest for survival and peace.
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“Here with the authority of the numbers engraved on our arms, we cry out the 
commandment of six million innocent souls, including one and a half million 
children: Never again! From where, if not from us, will come the warning that a 
new combination of technology and brutality can transform the planet into a cre-
matorium? From where, if not from the bloodiest killing-ground of all time, will 
come the hope that co-existence between . . . enemies is possible. From where, if 
not from the slaughterhouses of World War II, will come the lesson that true secu-
rity cannot lie much longer in defendable borders and powerful arms alone, but in 
a fundamental reassessment of the common perils and needs of adversaries who 
must drown their passions in a joint enterprise of economic, cultural and human 
development, and ultimately in the minds and schoolbooks of children?”
The earth is too small and life too short for anything to be more important than 
the quest for peace.
C OMMENTARY BY THE REVEREND GEORGE F.  REGAS
Leonard and I met in 1967 at a peace rally against the Vietnam War, and became 
the best of friends, a rabbi and an Episcopal priest, who traveled the world together 
in search of peace. Our different faith commitments drew us closer rather than 
separated us. I like to think that our friendship was a gift given to us so we could 
sustain each other in the hard, controversial work of peace in a hostile world.
The danger of unbelievable disaster in the escalating nuclear arms race was 
a threat that Leonard and I felt we must address. Leonard had incredible vision, 
and was always full of hope that we could create a more just and peaceful world. 
We wanted to call together leaders of the religious community of Los Angeles and 
ignite them with a moral passion for stopping the mad momentum of the arms 
race that was whirling us toward destruction.
In response, Leo Baeck Temple and All Saints Church jointly sponsored a major 
conference on reversing the arms race in October of 1979, which was attended by 
1,000 people. From the success of this event, the Interfaith Center to Reverse the 
Arms Race was born. Over the ten years that we sustained it, the center grew sig-
nificantly, involving many clergy and congregations in our mission, and included 
our first collaboration with the Muslim community. Our goal was to see the reli-
gious community become a powerful lobby for peace.
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California People of Faith against the 
Death Penalty
Jewish Community Center, La Jolla, October 16, 2001 
Episcopal Diocese, April 20, 2002
Rabbi Beerman remained to his last days an unrelenting opponent of capital punish-
ment, a cause in which he joined the efforts of his friend the renowned actor Mike 
Farrell. The notion that the state would engage in what he called “premeditated and 
calculated murder” violated the core of his being. In articulating his opposition, 
Beerman drew deeply on Jewish legal norms. He noted that the Bible made reference 
to fifteen categories of capital offenses. But in good—and somewhat uncharacteristic 
rabbinic fashion—he pointed out that the Bible was not the last word in the matter. 
The rabbis of the Mishnah and Talmud, he observed, introduced a range of proce-
dural rules intended to discourage, and even render impossible, the implementation 
of the death penalty. He quoted the medieval philosopher Maimonides’ principle that 
a unanimous court judgment on capital punishment should be discounted because 
it rested on obvious bias. And he recognized that the State of Israel had formally 
forsworn capital punishment, with the singular exception of the execution of Nazi 
SS officer Adolf Eichmann in 1962. Beerman’s revulsion at the practice led him to 
serve as a founding board member of Death Penalty Focus, a group established by 
Mike Farrell in 1988, at whose annual meetings the Los Angeles rabbi would regularly 
deliver a stirring benediction.
My friend, Mike Farrell, President of Death Penalty Focus, and one of the most 
impressive human beings I have ever met, once said: “It’s only natural, on some 
level, to want to lash out at one who has inflicted pain on you. Like for like, I guess, 
is the root concept of ancient law. Blood for blood. If someone does ill to you, do 
it back to him in the belief that he will learn not to mess with you again. That’s the 
guts theory of deterrence. So I absolutely understand the desire to strike out. If 
California People of Faith against the Death Penalty    165
someone were to rape, brutalize or kill one of my loved ones I’d probably want to 
tear him apart with my bare hands, I’m sure. The question is whether or not one 
actually does it. In a civilized society, retribution is usually taken out of our hands 
and made subject to the courts.
“The idea of a legal system, someone once told me, is to remove emotion from 
the equation and allow reason and fairness to be applied so that understanding 
and ultimately justice can result. While I would be the first to admit that the equa-
tion is often perverted today, I think the intention is a noble one; to move us to a 
higher place, to help us as a people in society move farther away from the caves 
and closer to the stars.”
In the early 1900s, Upton Sinclair wrote a novel called The Jungle. His purpose 
in writing the book was to awaken people to the poverty and exploitation of those 
laboring in the stockyards of Chicago. It is said of his book that he aimed at the 
people’s hearts, but instead hit their stomachs. Readers were revolted by his depic-
tion of the slaughter of meat. So it was that the novel played an important role, not 
in improving the condition of the workers, but in the enactment of the first food 
and drug legislation of 1912.
Those of us who have been working for the abolition of capital punishment 
aimed at the hearts of our fellow Americans. We have tried to awaken their hearts 
to the realization that we are all bound together in a common humanity, that there 
is something inherently sacred in every human being, even in those who have 
committed the most bestial of crimes.
Then, we attempted to appeal to their reason, by challenging the idea of deter-
rence, by showing statistically that capital punishment does not deter. We have 
even tried to lure them by appealing to what sometimes appears to be the ultimate 
concern of all Americans, their pocketbooks. We were able to demonstrate that 
capital punishment is indeed more costly than life imprisonment without the pos-
sibility of parole.
But what may have at last loosened what appeared to be the fixed conviction 
of many Americans about the utter rightness of the death penalty is the appalling 
realization that in the last twenty-five years there were almost 650 executions, but 
that there were about 90 condemned persons who had convictions overturned 
by exonerating evidence. One out of seven. With the inescapable inference that 
some of the 650 executed were innocent. Conservatives in particular were taken 
with this revelation. For they realized that capital punishment, like the rest of the 
criminal justice system, is a government program. Always a reason to be skeptical.
All of this is merely prelude to my subject for today—A Jewish Perspective on 
Capital Punishment.
Let us begin at the beginning, with words of Torah: From the book of Exodus—
“lf men strive together . . . and any harm follow, then shalt thou give life for life, eye 
for eye, tooth for tooth, burning for burning, wound for wound, stripe for stripe.” 
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And further on in the book of Leviticus: “Breach for breach, eye for eye, tooth for 
tooth. And he that hath maimed a man so shall it be done to him. And he that kil-
leth a beast, shall make it good; and he that killeth a man shall be put to death. Ye 
shall have one manner of law as well for the stranger as for the home-born.”
It is our Jewish heritage, which has given to the world the ancient law of 
 retaliation—lex taliones. For fifteen different crimes the Bible prescribes capital 
punishment. Among the crimes punishable by death in the Torah—a rebellious 
son; trespass on sacred grounds; sorcery; bestiality; sacrifice to foreign gods; 
 violating the Sabbath; adultery; incest; homosexuality; prostitution. And for 
thirty-six crimes, the whole body of Jewish legislation built upon the foundation 
of the Torah. But you must know that this is only the face of the Jewish law. For 
when Biblical law came to be translated into juridical practice, the ancient rabbis 
of the Talmud surrounded capital cases with so many restrictive prohibitions as 
[to] make it virtually impossible to enforce the death penalty. As early as the sec-
ond century C.E., monetary damages had already replaced the literal words of the 
law, which inflicted upon the criminal the very injury he had caused. Although the 
ancient law, eye for eye, etc. seems barbaric, within its own historical context, it 
was not. It represented an advancement over the concept of limitless revenge. One 
eye, not two. One life, not that of an entire family, like the Hatfields and McCoys. 
Even so, it was a primitive form of justice. The ancient rabbis were uncomfortable 
with it, embarrassed by it. They insisted that in the case of bodily injury that the 
spirit of the Torah, not its literal word, should serve as a guide. They therefore 
substituted compensation in money, a principle of damages that we retain in our 
contemporary laws. But as for the crimes punishable by death, these were hedged 
in by a multitude of legal restrictions.
Jewish courts in Talmudic times differed from our modern custom. The first 
qualification applied to laws of evidence. According to the Bible, evidence is valid 
only if substantiated by two witnesses. Witnesses must have attained their major-
ity, have never been accused of criminal offenses, cannot be related to the litigants, 
the judges, or to one another.
Another important qualification related to the acceptability of the confession of 
the accused. In a civil case if the defendant admits the charge, sentence is passed. 
But not so in a criminal case. The basic assumption is that a person does not belong 
to himself; just as one has no right to cause physical harm to another, so one has 
no right to inflict injury on himself. Therefore, the confession of a defendant has 
no legal validity. No man can be forced to incriminate himself; self-incrimination 
is unacceptable as evidence in court.
Nor is circumstantial evidence admissible. An extreme example is cited by the 
Talmud when it states that if witnesses see a man, sword in hand, pursuing some-
one, both entering a building, the pursuer emerges alone with a blood-stained 
weapon and the other is found dead inside, the pursuer cannot be convicted on 
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the basis of this eye witness evidence. Witnesses can only attest to what they have 
actually seen with their own eyes.
Another important factor is clarification of the intentions of the defendant. 
A man cannot be sentenced to punishment unless he committed the deed with 
malice aforethought. How can you prove that? In most countries the law assumes 
premeditation on the basis of the actions of the criminal. Not so in ancient Jewish 
law. A person cannot be condemned to death unless witnesses attest not only to 
the crime but also to the fact that the defendant was warned (hatra’ah). That he was 
told before committing the crime that the act he was about to commit was punish-
able by death. It was necessary to verify that the defendant had taken note of it and 
accepted it by saying: “I know and I take it upon myself.”
Unlike civil crimes, which were tried before a court of three, capital crimes 
were to be tried before a court of twenty-three qualified judges. Now in this court 
of twenty-three judges, a majority of one was sufficient to find for the accused, but 
a majority of three judges was necessary to declare the accused guilty. Even if the 
accused were found guilty, there were still regulations designed to protect against 
a miscarriage of justice. As he was being led to the place of execution, a herald 
would go forth calling out the name of the guilty one, proclaiming his crime, when 
and where it was committed, and the names of those upon the basis of whose tes-
timony he had been condemned to death. The herald announced that anyone who 
possessed even a fragment of evidence favorable to the condemned man should 
hasten to produce it. Should anyone have produced such evidence, a stay of execu-
tion was granted. The final, and by our standards, certainly the most curious and 
enigmatic provision of the traditional law as interpreted by Maimonides (Mishna 
Torah IX, I) was the requirement that if there were a unanimous decision by the 
court of twenty-three finding the accused guilty, the accused would not be exe-
cuted, for a unanimous court was presumed to be a prejudiced court.
Need any more be said to clarify the implications of these legal strictures, many 
of them so obviously impractical? Others may interpret the tradition differently, 
but the Talmud itself was able to state that a court which executed one murderer 
in seven or even seventy years was a “murderous court.” Rabbi Akiba and Rabbi 
Tarfon, living in the second century, are recorded as saying that had they sat as 
judges, no accused person would ever have been subjected to the death penalty.
So this opposition to the death penalty is what we must draw from Jewish tradi-
tion. And it must have been with this aspect of the spirit of Judaism in mind that 
the laws of the State of Israel specifically eliminated capital punishment. Israel 
made an exception in the Genocide Law it enacted in 1950, the law relating to the 
crimes of the Nazis and their collaborators. Under this law, crimes committed in 
the years 1933 to 1945, crimes against humanity and against the Jewish people, were 
liable to the death penalty. It was this exception, which permitted Adolf Eichmann 
to be tried, found guilty, and then executed in 1961 for “Crimes against the Jewish 
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people” and “for causing the killing of millions of Jews.” Despite onslaughts of ter-
rorists in Israel, Eichmann is still the only person to be executed. I suppose if we 
executed only those who have killed defenseless millions, there would be far less 
debate about capital punishment.
It shouldn’t surprise us that virtually every major Jewish organization has 
called for the abolition of the death penalty in America—The American Jewish 
Committee, the American Jewish Congress, the Central Conference of American 
Rabbis, the UAHC, etc.
Execution is not simply death. It is premeditated and calculated murder. For 
there to be an equivalency between the death penalty and murder, execution 
would, in the words of Albert Camus, have to “punish a criminal who had warned 
his victim of the date at which he would inflict death upon him, and who, from 
that moment onward, had confined him at his mercy for months.” Such a monster 
is not encountered in private life.
We are responsible for how we punish. We can punish to educate, to improve, 
to seek, to redeem. We can punish to deter, to exact retribution, to protect. But to 
punish out of revenge, it seems to me, turns us into thugs.
C OMMENTARY BY MIKE FARRELL
Leonard was a “resister.” As he put it in another context, “To be most deeply human 
is to be among the resisters, to resist whatever demeans life.” Keenly aware of the 
“terrible fragility” of our human condition, he believed we know intuitively “that 
there is in every human being the possibility of what is humane” and he saw that 
in “every moment we are given the opportunity to transform the human situation.”
In this speech Leonard used his deep understanding of Jewish history, the 
Torah, and the Talmud to illustrate the fact that despite clear biblical assertions 
that death is the appropriate punishment for certain crimes, there is a deeply 
embedded human instinct that argues otherwise.
Positing here a “Jewish Perspective on Capital Punishment,” he traces the tor-
turous path of the ancient rabbis in which they “surrounded capital cases with so 
many restrictive prohibitions as [to] make it virtually impossible” to carry out. 
They were, he insists, “uncomfortable with it, embarrassed by it.”
Tracing developments in legal and juridical thought through the centuries, 
Leonard here carefully demonstrates that the laws regulating the behavior of human 
beings, even as we labor to honor the demands and assertions of the ancients, must 
inevitably respond to the respect for life fundamental to human existence.
Given “the fragile brevity of life and love,” he would argue, nothing in law or 




 Piece on Human Condition Written for 
the Office of the Americas
University Synagogue, November 2, 2002
Rabbi Beerman was frequently called upon to offer invocations at the annual meet-
ings of nonprofit organizations in the Los Angeles area; he did so on a regular basis 
for Death Penalty Focus and Human Rights Watch. This invocation for the LA-based 
Office of the Americas sought to peer into the human soul. It taught that human 
beings are, at once, solitary individuals alone in their creativity and desperately in 
search of belonging to something larger than themselves. Rather than privilege one 
over the other, Beerman conveyed with concise eloquence that human beings con-
tinually navigate between these distinct states.
Who of us has not been thinking of this troubled time in which we have been fated 
to live? Where shall wisdom be found? You remember those words of Shakespeare: 
“What a piece of work is man. How noble in reason; how infinite in faculties; 
in form and moving, how express and admirable; in action how like an angel; 
in apprehension how like a god.” Hamlet was of course mad, and looking at our 
world today, it is very clear, only a madman could say such a thing. When we think 
of what human beings have done to one another, how can we hold to a brighter 
vision of the human possibility?
There is no vision of human life worth having that does not include the two 
poles of human need and desire. All of us need a sense of our own, individual, 
private integrity; our own personality, something not meant to be breached, or 
assaulted, or violated by others. That is the basis of whatever dignity we possess. 
The right to be ourselves in solitude—that is what fires creation and discovery. And 
that is what is always under assault. For we are born into a world that precedes us, 
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a world already made by other people and we must, if we are to become ourselves, 
turn that world into our own.
But we also need the other pole of human need and desire. We need to lose our 
sense of self, to be part of something larger than ourselves, sometimes in moments 
of great passion. And that is what is the basis of religion, and sex, and politics, 
and society. That is what it means to experience that exquisite sense of what one 
human being owes to another, can mean to another.
The right to be ourselves, a sense of an inviolable integrity, and the need to be 
part of something larger than ourselves. Is that not what we want for every human 
being? How shall we achieve this when these two poles of human need and desire 
are almost daily being threatened and mutilated? How shall we do that when we 
live on a precarious planet “where a small affluent elite perches fearfully on top of 
three continents of hungry peons” (to borrow Harvey Cox’s penetrating words).
Something there is in us, a burning realization, which tells us that there is 
beauty, but there are the humiliated. And with the writer Albert Camus, we say: 
“Whatever difficulties the enterprise may present, I would like never to be unfaith-
ful either to the one or the other.” There is beauty and there, the humiliated. There 
is love, and there are the victims of injustice, and surely everyone associated with 
the OA would say, I would like never to be unfaithful to the one or the other, what-
ever difficulties the enterprise may represent.
We pray for all those who work for a world of reason and compassion, may 
courage be given to those who work to abate life’s miseries and heal its wounds, 
who are comrades in the only battle worth waging, the battle to create a more 
humane world.
C OMMENTARY BY STEPHEN ROHDE
With the memories of 9/11 a year earlier—“this troubled time”—on his mind, 
Leonard addressed the annual gathering of the Office of the Americas, founded in 
1983 to pursue international justice and peace and oppose “the long-standing inter-
national culture of militarism,” on whose Advisory Board he had served for decades.
Here, as throughout his life, Leonard confronted “what human beings have 
done to one another,” expressing his commitment to the twin goals of uphold-
ing “individual, private integrity” while being “part of something larger than 
ourselves.”
Leonard knew and taught the Jewish tradition of placing life above all else. It 
was his compassionate opposition to the death penalty, which brutally denies the 
dignity of each human being, which had first brought us together in the struggle 
to abolish capital punishment. Here he bemoans how the “inviolable integrity” of 
the individual is “almost daily being threatened and mutilated.”
In Leonard’s words, one can hear the third-century Mishnah text: “Therefore, 
humans were created singly, to teach you that whoever destroys a single soul, 
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Scripture accounts it as if he had destroyed a full world; and whoever saves one 
soul, Scripture accounts it as if she had saved a full world.”
In the end, Leonard urges his audience, “whatever difficulties the enterprise 
may represent,” to build “a world of reason and compassion,” offering courage to 
“those who work to abate life’s miseries and heal its wounds” in “the battle to create 
a more humane world.” Leonard was describing his entire life’s work.
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A Vision for a Bewildering Time 
Commencement Address at  
Washington & Jefferson College
May 18, 2007
On the occasion of receiving an honorary doctorate from Washington & Jefferson 
College in Washington, PA, Beerman faced the challenging task of delivering the 
commencement address. He drew on a mix of religious and literary sources to lay out 
a familiar set of dichotomies: between darkness and light, a culture of materialism 
and a state of poverty, and greed and love. His message to the Washington & Jefferson 
undergraduates was not to rest content dwelling in these opposing tendencies, but 
to seek out the interconnectedness of life. It was especially in great works of art that 
one could most readily grasp this interconnectedness. A sense of connection, in turn, 
lends us a measure of “ardor and courage” in engaging with the world.
I am so grateful to Dr. Tori Haring-Smith for giving me the opportunity to be with 
you today. With this invitation she has allowed me to return to a geography I have 
not visited for at least eighty years. I was a boy of six when l accompanied my father, 
a traveling salesman, as he made his [way] through the small towns of this area.
And thinking of my father reminds me of one of the valuable principles I 
learned from him when I was very young, one so easily forgotten on occasions 
like this one. For I still remember when he took a baseball bat and placed it in my 
hands, showed me how to swing it and then, very solemnly declared, “Now son, 
you must remember to keep your eye on the ball.” Ever since, often failing, I have 
tried to make those immortal words my guide, and I offer them to you. This means 
that our task is to consider always what is taking place, to focus, center on that, 
lend ourselves to it, lean into it, permit ourselves to become servant to it.
So what is the ball here that I must strive to keep my eye on today? Is it not 
really something very clear and simple? Is it not that some wonderfully impressive 
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young men and women are about to take their place in the great processional of 
those who throughout the ages have wished to advance the cause of human learn-
ing? And at such a moment, custom dictates that an older one step forward to 
address them. And the message to be delivered, no matter what its apparent form 
or content, the message is always the same. The old one faces the young and says: 
Blessed is the God who has kept us alive and sustained us and brought us to this 
joyful time. For we look at you and we feel the swarming of youth and hope and 
voices, and the generations to come, the thing others will see. We want you to be 
armed with hope, and to be awake to the consciousness of the good, the beauty, 
the tenderness, the passion, the gaiety, the rhythm, the music of life. We want you 
to be awake to all that is sweet and noble.
As for us, the world we have helped to fashion for you is a dark place, and we 
older ones often fumble in it. We confess to you, paraphrasing the words of James 
Agee, that our desire and our faith delude us into wrong visions and attributions; 
that the best of our knowledge is but the shade and shape of a dream, and full of 
pretense. Nevertheless, we have faith in you, and we pray that your eyes and your 
hearts be honest and lovely and a little clearer than ours. We embrace you with our 
love and our prayers, and we welcome you into the company of those to whom no 
acceptable answer has yet been given. We welcome you to the company of those 
who wish to sing God’s song in the land.
The voice trails away. It is enough to say that. Let the ceremony continue. Let 
the commencement come. It is enough, is it not?
Ah, but you know as well as I that that doesn’t always work for members of the 
clergy of any persuasion (did you imagine that a rabbi would be any different?) 
and at my age the eye is not so sharp to see the ball, the heart melts just a little with 
gratitude and nostalgia—a most incendiary mixture. And I see those windows 
here, windows that connect us to the real world, to remind us that outside is that 
crazy, mixed-up complicated brutal world we shall have to live and work in. And 
there, lurking just beyond those windows, waiting for us, are some haunting ques-
tions: “How shall we sing God’s song in such a strange land?” How shall we know 
the good and the tenderness, when we live on a precarious planet where a small 
affluent elite perches fearfully on the top of three continents of hungry people? 
How shall we know beauty, when there are so many humiliated? How shall we 
experience the rhythm, the music of life?
You and I, as Lewis Lapham has written, are or will be members of the possess-
ing classes, those who are able to recline at their ease among computers and cellular 
phones. On the other side of the walls, in the desolate slums, in the third and fifth 
worlds, the mass of poor, the terminally impoverished, tear at one another for bones. 
Most of us here agree, I am certain, on the moral unacceptability of the persistent 
and growing “savage inequality” in income, in education, in opportunity, here and 
throughout the world, whether caused by discrimination or economic policy. But 
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there may be some among us, and certainly many out there, who accept this world 
as it is, as if it were given to Moses on Mt. Sinai or were the ultimate expression of 
the inexorable process of evolution. What’s mine is mine. I haven’t stolen it. It is a 
privilege I have earned or deserved. In this view, as Peter Marin said, we are in our 
proper place; others are in theirs. We may even bemoan their fate or even try to 
do something to change it, but in essence it has nothing to do with us. Nothing to 
feel guilty about. The self, fulfilling the self, even the quest for self-esteem, even the 
yearning for certain kinds of spirituality, here replaces everything else. The other 
just disappears. Disappears in the morning coffee. Disappears in the business news, 
where you might learn of some cautions about the booming economy and of the 
wisdom and the courage and the efficiency of the leadership of this or that corpora-
tion, trimming its costs by the elimination of thousands of employees.
“You can’t eat an orange and throw the peel away. A man is not a piece of fruit,” 
Willie Loman cries out, in Death of a Salesman.
“He’s not the finest character that ever lived,” his wife Linda says to their sons. 
“But he’s a human being and a terrible thing is happening to him. So attention 
must be paid.”
A spirit is characterized not only by what it does, but no less by what it permits, 
what it forgives, what it beholds in silence.
We know that we have been inhabiting an age brimming with cruelty and vio-
lence and mendacity, where human beings, even the best of them, act in what 
could kindly be called morally ambiguous ways, and often in the name of the high-
est ideals and noblest visions. We have been stunned and staggered by the vio-
lence. Who of us has not felt fear and uncertainty, who of us has not had feelings 
of shock, sorrow, loss, anger, and a heightened sense of our own vulnerability?
Did something go wrong at the very beginning?
The poet Joseph Pintauro thought so, and described it this way:
Something went wrong
In the garden.
Eve said to {Cain} her first
Born son, “get over
Here or I’ll break
every bone
in your body.
And Adam said, “do what your mother tells you.”
And the boy said, “someday.”
So here we are, you and I. We have been taught from the most ancient times, long 
before the insights of Sigmund Freud, or the modern adaptations and departures 
from his thought, that God created us human beings with a cluster of contradic-
tory drives and hungers—the impulses of greed and envy, and mutual hatred. The 
ability to tear the world apart. The power to invent war and tyranny.
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But we have also been endowed with another set of impulses. The ones that 
draw us toward one another in connection, in community, in love. “The ones that 
helped us discover liberty, equality, fraternity, and though they remain unrealized, 
we have labored our way toward them” (Peter Marin, Freedom and Its Discontents). 
We are not expected to be saints, to achieve the unattainable. The greatest of our 
Biblical heroes, in the Hebrew Bible, what Christians call the Old Testament, every 
one of them, was flawed, and the best of us as well. Are we forever condemned to 
be the prisoner of the balance of power as it presently exists between the two war-
ring impulses within us? The one future beautiful fragile and humble truth that 
can bring us all to a better way of being is in guarding and cultivating the aware-
ness that whatever value we have has come to us because of the accomplishment 
of others, the living and the dead. The other is always there, always present in our 
lives. We can hear it in our voices—does it make you suspicious that you speak a 
language that was invented by dead people?—you can see it in the color of your 
eyes. Other is always there, even when you are alone, a book on the shelf, a table, a 
bed, a chair reminds you that other is always there. It’s the hands of others, always 
the hands of others that make our lives possible. The hands of others lift us from 
the womb, nurture us when we are most weak and vulnerable. The hands of others 
weave the clothes, build our homes, the hands of others bring pleasure to our bod-
ies in moments of passion, and ultimately for us all, it will be the hands [of] others 
that lower [us] into the grave.
We, and all human beings, need a sense of our own individual, private integrity, 
something not meant to be breached, or assaulted, or violated by others. That is the 
basis of whatever dignity we possess. The right to be ourselves in solitude—that is 
what fires creation and discovery. And that is what is always under assault. For we 
are born into a world we have not made, a world fashioned by other people, and we 
must, if we are to become ourselves, turn that world into our own.
But we also need the other pole of human need and desire. We need to lose our 
sense of self, to be part of something larger than ourselves, sometimes in moments 
of great passion, and that is what is the basis of religion and sex and politics and 
society, that is what it means to experience that exquisite sense of what one human 
being owes to another, what one human being can mean to another.
Do we not wish to see and to feel the interconnectedness between all things 
and to be an instrument of that interconnectedness? Is that not the divine part 
of ourselves?
I shall always remember what the poet Ann Lauterbach once wrote, some of 
which I paraphrase: When choices are displayed in the service of the possibility of 
meaning, in the making of objects of art (for example) we call the results, beauti-
ful. That is, we stand before a painting of Van Gogh or Claude Monet, or we read a 
poem of Robert Pinsky or Amichai, or we listen to the music of Bach or Beethoven 
or Mahler, and we say, this is beautiful. “But what we are really announcing is our 
pleasure and gratitude in the choices the artist has made. We recognize something 
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in how one stroke of the brush brushes up against another stroke of the brush; how 
one note moves toward and away from the next in an astounding sequence; how 
one word attaches itself to another and to another and to another until something 
that has to do with all the words separately, gathers into a connection which allows 
us, which invites us, [which incites us] to experience the meaning of meaning.”1
Is that not what we are seeking to do and to teach: To see and to feel the union, 
the connectedness, the beauty of it all—in the marvel of human conscience, in the 
structure of our bodies and our imaginations and our passions, in all the disparate 
parts of our lives, in the ties of humanity itself that link us to one another?
This is a vision that can bring ardor and courage to visions of the world, a reaf-
firmation of our sometimes fragile belief that this world, for all of its cynicism and 
its suffering, for all of its barbarism and stupidity and anguish, is also a place where 
change is possible, where love and human will can be transforming. In this endeavor 
there is no guarantee of victory, but there is a choice: one either collaborates with 
the enemy—with whatever is, whatever is miserable, or inhumane, with whatever is 
unjust, with whatever demeans the life of any human being, even those we call our 
enemies—or one joins the resistance, and insists on being among those who strive 
to diminish the store of insult and agony in the world, insisting on being among 
those who dare to believe that every woman, man, child is a disclosure of the divine.
And this comes to you with a wish, a yearning, a prayer, one I discovered in the 
Library of Congress while prowling around on the Internet, a fragment of a poem 
in Walt Whitman’s own hand: “uncage in my heart a thousand new strengths, and 
unknown ardors, and terrible ecstasies.”
That indeed is what I wish for you.
Blessed are the parents who bore these young people and together with wives 
and husbands and friends and significant others cajoled, threatened, nudged, 
[and] lovingly encouraged them to reach this day.
Blessed are the teachers for the enormous power of their faith in the worth of 
what they do, which makes it possible for them to do so much when the reward 
is often so ambiguous. Blessed are they for their exquisite patience, for their stub-
bornness, and for the persistence of their belief in ideas.
Blessed are the students for their laughter, for not giving up, for their courage 
in overcoming all resistances to learning. Bless them even more with the wisdom 
to reexamine everything they have learned.
Yes, we have faith in you, and we pray that your eyes and your hearts be honest 
and lovely and a little clearer than ours. We embrace you and welcome you into the 
company of those who wish to sing God’s song in the land.
C OMMENTARY BY PROFESSOR DAVID ELLENSON
As I write these words reflecting upon this address that Leonard delivered to the 
graduates of Washington & Jefferson College, the 2016 American presidential 
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campaign is raging. I have little doubt that if he were alive, Leonard would be a 
supporter of Senator Bernie Sanders. The calls by the Vermont senator for a redress 
to the plague of societal inequality that mars our nation echo the sentiments and 
commitments Leonard expressed throughout his lifetime as well as in this speech. 
The contemporary context only highlights how prescient and prophetic Leonard 
was when he uttered these words. By reminding the students that he and they were 
members of the “possessing classes,” Leonard challenged them to think about how 
they would respond to their privileged position. As Leonard stated, who we are as 
persons is characterized by what we permit, what we forgive, what we behold in 
silence. Inaction evokes human responsibility as much as the deeds we perform.
Even as Leonard congratulated his listeners on their achievements, he called 
upon the audience to remember the grandeur that can mark the human spirit. He 
emphasized that the miracle of human existence is the miracle of the moral in the 
human being. The aesthetics of his rhetoric and the sweep of sources he cited to 
make this point remind us just how literate and inspiring as well as challenging 
Leonard always was. His ability to be all these things simultaneously was a rare 
and precious gift, and it makes me realize all the more how much our world is 
impoverished by the loss of his physical presence. However, his voice continues 
to cry out in this speech, reminding us that it is we who must mold community 
and shape the world. It is a message as vital today as when he delivered it in 2007.
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Letter to President George W. Bush
April 11, 2008
Forty-one years earlier, Rabbi Beerman addressed a letter to President Lyndon 
Johnson, requesting that his and Martha Beerman’s taxes not be directed toward 
the war effort in Vietnam. Here in 2008, he requested that his and Joan Beerman’s 
taxes not be directed toward the war effort in Iraq, but rather toward “works of heal-
ing and peace.” His language is much the same in the two letters, although there is 
new language in the 2008 missive calling for the return of “our brave soldiers to their 
homes and families.” This represents a key attitudinal shift in American society after 
Vietnam whereby US soldiers went from being perceived by many in negative terms—
as complicit in the war effort—to a new appreciation for the difficult plight in which 
they were placed and for the scars that war inflicted on them.





My wife Joan and I have just paid our income tax for the year 2007. That portion 
of our tax which helps to sustain the war in Iraq has been paid involuntarily. We 
have no wish to support what we consider to be unjust. We should be happy to pay 
even a greater proportion of our income for works of healing and peace, but the 
acts of violence being perpetrated by our government violate our conscience. That 
portion of our tax that helps make these acts possible we pay under protest.
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We pray that you may have the courage and the wisdom to bring this war to a 
swift end, and return our brave soldiers to their homes and families.
Sincerely,
Leonard I. Beerman
C OMMENTARY BY NORMAN LEAR
This letter to President George W. Bush is a perfect example of who Leonard 
Beerman was, as a man, and as a citizen. He was willing to put his money and mor-
als on the line—and speak truth to power. Whatever the issue, the cause, the ques-
tion, you never had to doubt where Leonard stood—he made his opinion known. 
Leonard was that man not because he saw it as a duty, but because being responsible 
was second nature to him.
Leonard Beerman was sweet-tempered and mild-mannered.  One could call 
him reticent, unassuming—even shy perhaps—but underneath that there was a 
layer of wise conviction that placed him, from my point of view, in the Man of Steel 
category. Leonard’s wisdom came with enormous courage and conviction. Who 
else, speaking on the Fourth of July at the All Saints Episcopal Church in Pasadena, 
would remind America that its “wanton use of power had abused others, killed, 
wounded or driven them into exile . . . and was now abusing so many of its own 
citizens . . . having organized all of the dominant workings of a society to move in 
total subservience to an economy that enriches the very few.”
In another sermon, speaking of the Jewish people whom he had devoted his 
life to lead, he honored their generosity, endurance, and accomplishments, but 
then had the guts and temerity to refer to the now and then “chasm between their 
ideals and their deeds . . . in such contentious matters as Israel’s treatment of the 
Palestinians and the continuing moral outrage of its occupation of the West Bank.” 
That behavior, said the good rabbi, “threatened the ethical core of Israel’s being.”
In 1980, fearful of the mix of politics and religion emanating from televangelist 
Pat Robertson’s 700 Club, Jerry Falwell’s Moral Majority, and the like, I wanted 
to do something about it, and I needed advice. Of course I sought out Leonard 
Beerman and learned that, with his good friend George Regas, he had already 
been mounting a mainline church effort to counter the Religious Right.
“Stick to your last,” Leonard advised me, and encouraged me to go after them 
with the tricks of my trade. People for the American Way grew out of a sixty-second 
public service announcement that followed my acceptance of Leonard’s advice.
Wisdom, with courage and conviction, was freely dispensed by Leonard 





Beverly Hilton Hotel, November 17, 2009
Below is one of the many invocations that Rabbi Beerman offered (along with George 
Regas) at the annual dinner of Human Rights Watch, an organization on whose 
board he sat and for which he served as a kind of rabbi-in-residence. In this set of 
remarks from 2009, Beerman identifies a persistent danger that he often mentioned 
in his speeches: silence in the face of injustice. As a foil to his point, he summoned 
forth the words of Rabbi Leo Baeck, the great German-Jewish leader after whom 
Beerman’s congregation was named, who once remarked that “a spirit is charac-
terized (by what) it beholds in silence.” Not content with this sensibility, Beerman 
referred to two contemporary events about which one could not remain silent: 
the ongoing US military engagements in Iraq and Afghanistan, and Israel’s rocket 
attacks on and invasion of the Gaza Strip in late 2008/early 2009. In both instances, 
Beerman believed that the loss of civilian life did not—and never could—justify mili-
tary action. Consequently, vocal opposition, not silence, was called for. In the case 
of Israel’s Gaza conflict, he was well aware that his willingness to be critical would 
generate anger from some in the Jewish community, including from members of his 
own liberal congregation.
If I were to fashion an appropriate epigraph or motto for this evening in which we 
celebrate the work of Human Rights Watch, and the extraordinary valor of Elena 
Milashina and Daniel Bekele, I could think of nothing more appropriate than the 
words of Rabbi Leo Baeck, the leading rabbi of Germany when Hitler came to 
power, a concentration camp survivor: “A spirit,” Baeck wrote, “is characterized 
not only by what it does, but no less by what it permits, what it forgives, what it 
beholds in silence.”
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Permits, forgives, beholds in silence.
What do we behold in silence? One must be very careful with one’s silences, for 
silences rise to heaven as well.
In being here tonight we express our appreciation for those who have had the 
courage to refuse to be silent wherever human rights are trampled upon; and, to 
the great discomfort of some, have refused to be silent about certain sensitive, 
controversial issues, like the behavior of the military forces of our own country; 
or, although it consists of a small proportion of the focus of our work, about what 
really happened last January to the people of southern Israel and Gaza, and the 
manner in which the men, women, and children were killed there.
In Israel, there was a great poet, Daliah Ravikovich, who died just a few years 
ago, considered to be the outstanding woman poet of the Hebrew language. One 
of her best known poems is entitled “Hovering at a Low Altitude.” In this poem, 
there is a female narrator who presents herself in a very satirical way as witness 
to the rape and murder of an Arab shepherd child. The narrator watches from the 
safe distance of a low altitude and does nothing. As she watches she says, “I’m not 
here.” She sees the little girl, yet she says over and over, “I’m not here.” The image 
of hovering in this poem (the Hebrew word is rechifa) contains a double meaning, 
connecting the language of army bulletins—“Low flying helicopters in hovering 
formations over the Gaza strip”—with Tel Aviv slang, where l’rachef means “to be 
cool, by staying detached from the political situation.” The image of low altitude 
hovering over an atrocity is an emblem of the situation of the ordinary citizen 
knowing, but choosing not to see certain terrible acts being perpetrated. It is pri-
marily a parable of the moral untenability of detached observation.
What is it we choose to affirm in being here tonight? Not for us detached obser-
vation. Not for us to behold in silence. No. We are here. And wherever Human 
Rights Watch is, a voice goes forth to cry out, “We are here!”
C OMMENTARY BY JANE OLSON
We began a tradition at Human Rights Watch (HRW) galas in Los Angeles during 
the early 1990s of having Rabbi Leonard Beerman and Dr. George Regas open din-
ner programs with invocations that included a blessing in Hebrew, in the Jewish 
tradition, and in English, in the Christian tradition, a tradition not followed in 
New York or other city HRW dinners. The two set a solemn and loving tone for the 
evening, and our guests expressed gratitude.
The invocation became an eagerly anticipated opening, and after a few years we 
asked Rabbi Beerman to present a more substantive message that acknowledged 
both the historic roots and contemporary nature of human rights abuse.
Leonard’s messages were deep, literary, and poetic. A thousand noisy and hun-
gry attendees would become absolutely still, riveted on Leonard’s words. Every 
year I received many requests for copies of his text.
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A memorable invocation delivered by Rabbi Beerman on November 17, 2009, 
demonstrated his own courageous stance against human rights abuse. He used 
the occasion to focus on recent violence in Israel, expressing his disappointment 
in military forces, whose recent retaliation in Gaza killed many innocent men, 
women, and children.
Leonard challenged actions of his beloved Israel, standing up to many con-
servative Jews who rejected and condemned any criticism as anti-Semitic. By so 
doing, he defended the research and reporting on Israel by Human Rights Watch, 
which held Israel to universal standards of civilian protection and rule of law, with 
no exceptionalism.
Leonard also challenged us all as individuals, using a poem entitled “Hovering 
at a Low Altitude.” The narrator, witness to horrendous abuse of a child, stood 
silently by as a “detached observer.”
An ordinary citizen, Leonard said, by choosing not to see certain terrible acts 
being perpetrated, but to behold in silence, violates basic moral standards of 
humanity.
“Not for us, detached observation,” he declared. “We are here!”
We could always count on Rabbi Leonard Beerman to be here, as our moral 
compass and North Star. Even in his passing, his inspirational and passionate 
words and his uncommonly brave and moral life continue to guide all who are 
fortunate enough to hold his memory dear.
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A Sermon for All Saints
July 3, 2011
As rabbi-in-residence, Leonard Beerman was a frequent guest and preacher at All 
Saints Church in Pasadena. And as an “eternal dissident,” he understood well and 
often practiced the principle of speaking truth to power.
His sermon on the eve of the Fourth of July at All Saints was an exercise in pro-
phetic application. He retreated to the Hebrew Bible to recall the case of the foreign 
prophet Balaam who, surprisingly, refused to curse the Israelites, recognizing in them 
a set of special qualities. Among those qualities was “a certain restlessness in its spirit” 
that fueled, according to Beerman, a willingness to challenge convention and struggle 
for justice.
That quality still animates Jews today, he declared, expressing what was surely a 
personal credo. He himself sought to exemplify the quality by discussing the mean-
ing of Independence Day—and the United States of America. He did so by grappling 
with the figure of Thomas Jefferson, who, of the Founding Fathers, delivered some of 
the most soaring language about the equality of men. Yet, Beerman noted, Jefferson 
intended men, not women—and white men, decidedly not black men. In this sense, 
he extracted from Jefferson’s oratory not only inspiration but also aspiration, the 
desire to improve upon ourselves, to transcend the deficiencies and inequities in our 
present lives. Therein lay, according to him, the challenge and promise of America.
Standing here near my dear friend George Regas is a vivid reminder for me that 
the gift of our forty-four years of friendship is one that has kept on giving. It has 
not only brought the four of us—George and Mary, Leonard and Joan—into a 
loving connection—but also this gift, the privilege of being here so often with 
this extraordinary congregation, to have been able to feel the embrace of your 
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welcome, and the constant affirmation of the conviction that though we come out 
of different faiths, we are united in the same quest, draw inspiration from the same 
roots—we belong to one another.
On more than one occasion, I have heard George describe himself as a country 
preacher. Yes, quite a country preacher, coming out of this humble dwelling, sur-
rounded as it is by all that farmland. But it is here, in this pulpit, that he was able to 
move so many with his sermons, sermons which displayed the remarkable ability 
to sneak up on you with those soft and warm quotations from the New Testament, 
and then suddenly strike with prophetic passion the great issues of justice and 
peace and love which have always been at the heart of his ministry.
Today, with my friend Ed Bacon on sabbatical, if I were giving a sermon based 
on a biblical text for this fourth of July weekend, I would be turning to what might 
seem to you and me to be a most unlikely place, a section of the book of Numbers 
in the Hebrew Bible (24–25) that centuries before July 4, 1776, was assigned for 
reading this coming week in all the synagogues of the world. It’s that enigmatic one 
that contains the story of the talking ass. Animals are supposed to be semantically 
blocked, so if an ass talked it was a miracle. So we used to think, until the modern 
age and our encounter with some of the candidates for political office.
But let’s try to imagine the situation here. The Israelites, led by Moses, are now 
entering the last stage of their journey to the Promised Land. Beset at every turn by 
obstacles, rebellious, straining even to return to the security of the slavery they had 
left behind in Egypt, they have nonetheless advanced toward the ultimate goal. 
They are a fierce, unpredictable, frequently obnoxious people, and yet they are 
about to undertake the conquest of what is to become their national home.
The Moabites who live on the eastern border of the Jordan are fearful, filled 
with dread at the onrush of the Israelites. Their king, Balak, is afraid with them, 
and he reaches out for help; he sends a delegation to a heathen sorcerer, a strange 
figure who lives near the Euphrates river, and he invites this diviner, Balaam is his 
name, to come to Moab and stem the tide of these dreadful hordes of invading 
Israelites by bringing a curse upon them: “Come now, curse me this people, for 
they are too mighty for me. Perhaps I shall prevail that we may smite them and 
drive them out of the land, for I know that he whom you bless is blessed, and he 
whom you curse is cursed.”
This Balaam is a baffling creature; he’s a prophet of sorts who could use his 
powers for evil. It wasn’t that he lacked cleverness or wisdom; it was character 
that he lacked. He was capable of the most penetrating observations, but he was 
for hire—a prophet for hire; he was a man who could be lured by the promise 
of honor and riches, not unlike people we have come to know about, men and 
women who can stifle their moral impulses out of their desire to be close to the 
ruling power, or to be a ruling power. The Hebrew prophets, Amos, Micah, Isaiah, 
Jeremiah, were men of stern, dogmatic integrity; fear, or the desire for honor, 
could not corrupt them. They therefore became aliens, solitary, suffering, tragic 
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men; such was the demand of truth upon their lives. But Balaam was ready to hire 
himself out, but strangely in his case, the true prophet emerges out of the false, 
overcomes the false, for Balaam cannot perform the service for which the king is 
ready to pay him. He cannot bring the curse. Instead, he looks out at the oncom-
ing Israelites and utters the words with which pious Jews have begun their morn-
ing prayers throughout the centuries. He looks out and says, “How goodly are thy 
tents O Jacob, thy tabernacles, O Israel.”
Balaam saw something about the true nature of this people. It was a people of 
Jacob. It had descended from the patriarch. It had an ethnic identity. It had under-
gone certain experiences in its history. It was a people like other peoples, full of 
imperfections (like Jacob himself). It could rebel; it could be ungrateful, unbeliev-
ing, doubting, fearful. It could reject, it could even abandon its God on behalf of 
others. It could degenerate. Balaam must have seen that, that here was a people like 
others, living within all of the circumstances which had made it a people.
But then Balaam saw something else. That this people was invested with a 
unique quality, that it possessed a radiance that accompanied it wherever it went. 
For this was not only the people of Jacob, this was the people of Israel. Israel was the 
name given to Jacob after he had wrestled with someone in that dark night of his 
soul: “Jacob will no longer be your name, but Israel.” Israel, which means one who 
has wrestled with God. That was to be the distinctive quality of this people—a cer-
tain restlessness in its spirit. For very early in its history there entered a ferment that 
would give it no rest. In the midst of the pagan world, so magnificent in its grandeur, 
this people questioned what was universally accepted by those who lorded power 
over them. When all about them the great nations of the world worshiped many 
gods, this people refused, for it had come to believe (in the words of Martin Buber) 
that just as there was the One who had set the sun and the moon in the heavens 
above, so there was a Lord of being and becoming who had set a commandment of 
justice and truth above the heads of the human race, and that the great duty of this 
people was the realization of truth and justice in the fullness of everyday life. So the 
whole of Jewish history becomes a record of wrestling and struggle against all those 
forces, within the people, and without, that would divert our people from the truth 
of its being, from the fundamental principle of its civilization, which called upon 
the Jewish people to be bearers of a great moral aspiration.
That struggle goes on today. We Jews can acknowledge the wonder of our 
endurance and celebrate our remarkable accomplishments, our love of learning, 
and even our capacity for generosity, sensitivity, and humaneness, and even the 
rise of the State of Israel out of the ashes of the destruction of European Jewry, yet 
so many of my people are haunted by the chasm between our ideals and our deeds, 
not only in our personal lives, but also in such contentious matters as Israel’s treat-
ment of the Palestinians, the continuing moral outrage of its occupation of the 
West Bank, and the blockade of Gaza. Yet I would insist that the real threat to us is 
not the danger of the lingering anti-Semitism, or the hostility of Israel’s neighbors, 
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and the religious fanatics, dedicated to its destruction. No, what is threatened 
today is the ethical core of our being.
The ethical core of our being. The chasm between our ideals and our deeds. 
What does that suggest to you? The disjunction of ideals and deeds—that is the 
great historic embarrassment of all religions, yours, mine, Christianity, Islam, 
Judaism, and all the rest, is it not? And what of America itself?
Tomorrow is the day our country declared its independence from England. 
The long-standing resentment against British occupation had turned into war. 
235 years ago, yesterday, the Continental Congress adopted the declaration, and 
issued it on July 4. After it had been written on parchment it was brought back to 
Congress and on August 2 it was signed. But the news had actually reached New 
York on July 9, and there it was read to cheering crowds who, marching down 
Broadway to the lowest tip of Manhattan, became a mob, and they tore down the 
gilded statue of George III on his colossal horse. They hacked off his head and sev-
ered his nose and mounted what remained of his head on a spike outside a tavern. 
I can just imagine . . .
It was these treasonous, raucous, riotous rebels, in the battles that followed, 
who helped to bring forth a new nation dedicated to the proposition that all men 
were created equal. Created equal, endowed by their Creator with certain unalien-
able rights, Life, Liberty, the Pursuit of Happiness—those were all the words of 
Thomas Jefferson; who can hear them and not be moved by them?
Fifty years later and ten days before his death, Jefferson wrote that the declara-
tion would be “the signal arousing men to burst the chains and to secure the bless-
ings of self government. All eyes are opening to the rights of man . . . The mass of 
mankind has not been born with saddles on their backs for the favored few booted 
and spurred, ready to ride them legitimately.”
All men are created equal, Jefferson had written, all men, not yet women. Created 
equal, all white men, not yet black. You cannot read any of his beautiful soaring words 
without some ironic discomfort, without looking down into the chasm between his 
words and his deeds, that even today’s children come to learn. He decried the slave 
trade and yet bought and sold slaves. The God who gave us life gave us liberty—yes, 
but he tracked down and punished slaves who, claiming this liberty, had run away. 
He was convinced that slavery was wrong, immoral, and yet he wrote a slave code 
for the state of Virginia. He opposed any effort to limit the expansion of slavery. And 
he was able to discuss slave breeding as though he were talking of dogs and horses, 
as Benjamin Schwartz has written (LA Times, July 3, 1994).
If you have ever visited the home Jefferson built in Monticello you will see a 
marvelous revelation of the man himself. It is an incredibly beautiful place display-
ing the many-faceted talents of our country’s first genius. In Charlottesville at the 
University of Virginia, which he designed and where George spoke recently, and 
on that hill in Monticello there is a note of balance; everything he designed has this 
balance: the curtains in his bedroom, the self-winding clock in the foyer. The very 
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style of his life was Olympian, everything properly proportioned. Jefferson lived 
on this hill, and from it he could see all the contradictory forces of life. He, like 
all of us, was composed of contradictions. Monticello, for all of its beauty, like the 
Egyptian pyramids, rested on the back of slave labor.
So Jefferson has left us with an assignment: To live up to his ideals, not his 
prejudices. Abiding by those ideals, he prophesied, “The American people would 
go on, puzzled and prospering beyond example in the history of man.”
He, and the other founders, left us with a dream, and we have indeed been pos-
sessed by that dream, but they have also left us still yearning for an America, in the 
words of Martin Luther King, that would “live out the true meaning of its creed.”
July 4 is a time to summon up the honesty that would be worthy of so great 
an accomplishment as bringing an America into being, remembering that ours 
is a nation that has not fulfilled its promises, that it is not the chosen instrument 
of God. We might even acknowledge how tarnished our greatness has become. If 
ever there was a time for the celebration of humility, it is now. With the wanton 
use of our power we have abused others, killed, wounded, or driven them into 
exile, in Iraq, Afghanistan, and now in Libya. Not to mention our own dead 
and wounded, many beyond repair. And now our power has been abusing us, 
sucking away at our financial resources, abusing so many of our citizens, leaving 
them in want and despair. And how decadent it is to have organized all of the 
dominant workings of a society to move in total subservience to an economy 
that enriches the very few, but leaves so many deprived of a decent job at living 
wages, health care for all, a quality education, protection from hunger, a secure 
retirement, too many deprived, even, of hope for a better way of life for them-
selves and their children.
Look, I know that those who come to All Saints are not a congregation of utterly 
naïve faith-based idealists. You and I are aware that democracy has always been a 
dangerous business. To use the words of Lewis Lapham, “it allies itself with change, 
which engenders movement, which induces friction, which implies unhappiness, 
which assumes conflict not only as the normal but also as the necessary condi-
tion of its existence. The idea collapses unless countervailing stresses oppose one 
another with competing weight—unless enough people stand willing to sustain 
the argument between the governing and the governed, between city and town, 
capital and labor, men and women, matter and mind” (Harpers, April 2011).
So, let us here highly resolve that we wish to [be] among those who stand will-
ing to sustain the argument.
“Let America be America again. Let it be the dream it used to be,” the African 
American poet Langston Hughes wrote in 1938, as the country had not yet fully 
emerged from the Great Depression.
It may have been in that very year that Thomas Wolfe, a highly acclaimed 
American novelist of the time, wrote these words for the final chapter of what 
would be his final book, You Can’t Go Home Again:
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I believe that we are lost here in America, but I believe we shall be found. And this 
belief . . . is for me—and I think for all of us—not only our own hope, but America’s 
everlasting, living dream. I think the life which we have fashioned in America, and 
which has fashioned us—the forms we made, the cells that grew—was self-destruc-
tive in its nature . . . I think these forms are dying and must die, just as I know that 
America and the people in it, are deathless, undiscovered, and must live.
I think the true discovery of America is before us . . . the true fulfillment of our 
spirit, our people, of our mighty and immortal land, is yet to come. I think the true 
discovery of our own democracy is still before us. And I think that all these things 
are certain as the morning, as inevitable as noon.
C OMMENTARY BY MEL LEVINE 
America enthusiastically celebrates the birthday of our Declaration of Independence 
every 4th of July. But we don’t ask: How are we doing as a nation? On the eve of 
America’s 235th birthday, Rabbi Leonard Beerman added an accounting to the cel-
ebration. Why not? Surely this is the essence of Leonard: shining a spotlight on our 
failures to achieve justice but with his resolute optimism that we do better, urging 
us to strive, as he put it in this sermon, to live up to our ideals, not our prejudices.
Leonard’s sermon at All Saints on July 3, 2011, was titled “What America Can 
and Should Be.” He began by describing his longtime close friend George Regas, 
legendary pastor of All Saints, as possessing “the remarkable ability to sneak up 
on you with those soft and warm quotations from the New Testament, and then 
suddenly strike with prophetic passion the great issues of justice and peace and 
love which have always been at the heart of his ministry.” These words could just 
as easily have described Leonard, but with an Old Testament template.
Referring to “the chasm between our ideals and our deeds,” Leonard extolled 
Jefferson for the Declaration of Independence, but chastised him for his moral fail-
ings regarding slavery. And this duality in Jefferson, he continued, also existed in 
the biblical people of Israel: “a people like other peoples, full of imperfections,” but 
that possessed “a radiance that accompanied it wherever it went.”
America’s birthday is a time for consummate honesty, he declared, recognizing 
that “ours is a nation that has not fulfilled its promises, that it is not the chosen 
instrument of God. . . . If there ever was a time for the celebration of humility, it is 
now.”  But, as he always believed, if we have the courage to see what is true, we can 
summon the power to remedy even terrible wrongs. He echoed Thomas Wolfe, 






Time in Israel , Parts I and II
November 1967
In the wake of his third trip to Israel in 1967 (after earlier visits in 1947 and 1964), 
Beerman penned some of his thoughts about the Six-Day War, which took place 
between June 5 and 10. In them, Beerman reflected on, among other subjects, the idea 
of a Jewish state, his connection to it, and his general view of nationalism. Below are 
two products of that reflection, not fully completed in either case, in which Beerman 
bares his soul about his Israel.
In the first, he reveals his typical capacity for grasping complexity in any given 
historical moment. He observes the fierce sense of pride and unity that the Six-Day 
War induced in Israelis—and, for that matter, in many Jews around the world. He 
also calls attention to the unrelenting hostility of the Arab world toward Israel and its 
existence. At the same time, he identifies himself here and later as a congenital skep-
tic, one who is good at identifying problems. Even in the midst of the post–Six-Day 
War euphoria experienced by many Jews, he asks probing and prescient questions: 
What is the nature of a Jewish state? Can it be fully democratic and equal for its Arab 
citizens? In this regard, he anticipates a pitched debate that broke out in Israel in the 
1990s over whether the country should aspire to be a Jewish state, a state of the Jews, 
or a state of all of its citizens.
In the second set of reflections, Beerman enters into a more introspective state, 
meditating on his own connection to Israel. He declares himself to be a deep lover of 
Israel. He even demonstrates dexterity at rebutting claims from the Arab world that 
the State of Israel has no right to exist. But he also makes clear that he finds national-
ism, including Zionism, to be chauvinistic and exclusionary. He resists the impulse to 
yoke or reduce the entirety of his Judaism to support for the Jewish state. And he gives 
voice here to his discomfort with the triumphalist sensibility that took hold in Israel 
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and the Diaspora after the Six-Day War. Along the way, Beerman recalls his encoun-
ters with Judah L. Magnes, under whose influence he came to Jerusalem in 1947, and 
with the Israeli author Aharon Megged, with whom in an Arab café in the Old City 
of Jerusalem in 1967 he shared concerns over Israel’s new militarism.
TIME IN ISR AEL,  PART I
There are many Jewish travellers to Israel these days. They come for a host of old 
reasons but they come now specifically to see what Israel [has] wrought since 
those fateful days in May and June of this year.
It was once a tiny land, at best no larger than the state of Rhode Island. Now 
its dimensions along with its people’s pride have been broadened. In the central 
region its belly is puffed out with the territory of the west bank of the Jordan. In the 
north its head is now bigger with the acquisition of the forbidding Golan Heights 
of Syria looking down upon the now tranquil Galilee. Its feet reaching westward 
to the Suez Canal planted firmly upon the desert of Sinai. It is now, for those who 
have known it intimately in these past twenty years, a huge land for so small a 
people. The mantle of authority over these newer borders is new and even tenta-
tive, at least in whispered conversation.
The traveler who comes [from] America, France, or England enters a strange 
atmosphere when he comes to Israel. At home in England, France, or America 
there rages conflict intellectual, political over any of a dozen issues. Last June, I met 
a French businessman in Beverly Hills and asked him how he felt about his gov-
ernment’s policy in the Israel-Arab Conflict. His answer, very simple: It is not my 
government. It is de Gaulle. The English rage over the implications of the devalu-
ation or the manner in which thousands of cattle are being destroyed to contend 
with hoof-and-mouth disease. Here at home the conscience of the nation is trou-
bled and divided over a war in Vietnam that no one wants. There are many who 
love America dearly and who think it would be horrible for us if we were to win 
this terrible war. Coming from all these places where we are troubled about what 
our nations do and do not do, we are in Israel confronted with a ringing national 
unity. Its citizens still swell with the pride and vitality won with the swift victory of 
the six days of June. Its people is alive with enthusiasm which even though much 
paler than that of three or four months ago is still there to be experienced.
All those lingering fears and uncertainties about themselves were dispelled 
in those days. They were uncertain about the young, about the capacity of the 
young to meet the challenge of crisis. They were worried about what they called 
the disco-tech generation—that fear was dispelled when their young rose up in a 
manner even better, some said, than the old. They were even more troubled by the 
lurking suspicion that these newer immigrants to the land, those who had come 
since 1948 from Africa and Asia, those whose cultural traditions appeared to be 
so feeble, whose dignity so shabby, whose manners so primitive, whose emotions 
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so fragile, that these might crumble before the onslaught of the Arab armies and 
terrible noise of their weapons. But that did not happen, the edot hamizrach, the 
congregations of the East, the Afro Asian Jews who now constitute a majority of 
Israel’s Jewish population demonstrated their courage and their resourcefulness. 
It is one of the victories of the war that they emerged with a new sense of dignity.
One encounters this fierce and often uncritical unity at least in so far as Israel’s 
relationship with the world is concerned and an intense preoccupation with the 
nation itself, which is strange for us who lack this sense of identity with our country 
and its destiny. American Jews who visit quickly take on this intense preoccupa-
tion with self and revel in it; it brings a sense of order, purpose, [and] meaning . . .1
I am by nature not the best kind of a person to visit any country. I am a problem- 
oriented person. My wife is not. She considers herself a citizen of Jerusalem and 
is probably convinced that whatever is good for the Jews of Jerusalem is good for 
her, come war, come napalm, come what may. I, on the other hand, am interested 
in the more abstract problems of justice and even of human destiny. I measure 
my own achievements against what I consider to be high and lofty goals, which I 
haven’t reached. I measure nations in much the same way; what they are must be 
evaluated in terms of what they can become. As a consequence I am not at home 
anywhere in the world because I am not satisfied with anything the world is pres-
ently making available to me.
Israelis are very realistic and pragmatic people. They want to live in security 
and peace. It is as simple as that. They fought a war to insure that security. They 
will hold on to the territories they now occupy until they can be assured of an 
agreement that will confirm their right to exist in peace and security. The Arab 
states continue now their belligerency. They continue to spew forth their venom. 
They continue to look upon Israel as the violator of Arab soil. Now that Israel has 
proved her vitality, her refusal to give up the ghost, the Arabs instead of reexamin-
ing their premises only rage the more. Israel knows this and it is using the imple-
ments of force and diplomacy and simple stubbornness to meet the situation.
My primary concern in visiting the country was to learn what I could about 
[the] future nature of the relationship between Israel and the Arabs within and 
without the country. I was concerned with Israel’s existence but also with a num-
ber of gnawing problems that touched, it seemed to me, upon [some of] the fun-
damental moral nature of the nation’s existence. My colleague Rabbi Jack Cohen, 
the Hillel director in the Hebrew University in Jerusalem, had raised some of the 
questions. They are disturbing questions and they are perhaps not of much interest 
to many people: Should a state any longer be erected along lines [of] ethnic, reli-
gious, or racial preference? How can we speak of the quality of citizens where one 
group has more equality than others? How can we say that Israel is a Jewish state 
but that Arabs have full equality as citizens? What does it mean for an Arab to be 
equal in a state that is called Jewish? In what sense should Israel be a Jewish state? 
How far should the power of the majority rule? When symbols of the Jewish state 
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are taken from Jewish religious and national sources, what is an Arab supposed to 
feel? Once peace is established, won’t Israel find itself a small unit in the midst of a 
large essential[ly] Islamic Arab civilization?
First, it seems the Arabs have to be convinced that the state of Israel has the 
power to survive. Second that Jews have come home to an area occupied in their 
absence by another people who have earned the right to live there. Recognizing 
those rights and establishing humane relations with Arabs must be a primary 
moral concern for Jews. How to enable the Arabs to feel a part of Israel and par-
ticipants in its emerging culture is the major challenge.
I said [some] Jews [are] not interested in this problem. 1. Some are not con-
cerned about Arab comfortability. Arabs do not exist. They are relaxed in [their] 
own majority status; they have lost empathy with [a] minority. 2. Make it uncom-
fortable, so they will leave. 3. Israel must discriminate in favor of Jews, to care for 
needs of Jewish people. The real issue is whether Israel sees its future in this region 
and with these peoples in solidarity with their fate.
TIME IN ISR AEL,  PART I I
I wonder sometimes what all of those people in this congregation and others who 
feel that religion and politics shouldn’t mix feel about the discussions of Israel 
which have taken place since the closing weeks of last May. Surely strife between 
nations is political. As such the concerns of Israel and her Arab neighbors would 
for those who contend that the political and the religious are separate realms have 
no place whatsoever in a synagogue. The absurdity of defining Judaism so nar-
rowly and parochially becomes apparent to all of us when we consider the aca-
demic question of Israel. The conflict should render once and for all the problem 
[of] whether we are merely a religion. Strife between nations is a political question; 
but political questions have a relevance for religious faith and for its values.
It is no secret to you that over the years I have not been among the rabbis who 
have devoted a major portion of my concerns to Israel. It was not that I ( . . . ).2 
I was bothered by what I felt were the uncritical celebrations of Israel at every 
public meeting. I was offended by the politicians who used Israel to curry Jewish 
favor. Moreover, I felt there was something basically unwholesome in deriving 
one’s sense of inner worth as a Jew from accomplishments made by someone else. 
We had become significant as Jews because of the courage of the Israelis—this 
theme was exploited in many Jewish communal endeavors and in much fiction—
not the least of which was the novel Exodus. It was not that I loved Israel less, I do 
not believe, but rather in a different way. We were members of the same family, 
American Jews and Israelis; we had an obligation to one another that being a part 
of a mishpacha3 should produce. We shared a common history, a common agony 
and glory, and a common destiny as Jews. But we each had a right to our own 
integrity. I am proud of my brothers’ achievement, but this achievement alone 
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does not make me significant or great. What I am as a Jew must be drawn from the 
resources within me. We are related; we rejoice in each other’s accomplishment; 
we are disappointed in each other’s failure; but neither of us can survive on a bor-
rowed glory.
It need not be said my interest and concern for Israel have deep roots. They are 
born of my more than bowing acquaintance with Jewish history and of the love 
for the land of Israel that comes inevitably to those of us who have achieved some 
intimacy with our heritage. They grew as a result of visits to Israel. Our first trip was 
in 1947 when Martha and I and the world were much younger, and we lived there 
for six or seven months at the time when the new state was coming into being. And 
then again three years ago, another six months of living in Jerusalem. And now a 
recent and hasty encounter again. I have come to know that Israel is a remarkable 
achievement, but not a Utopia. It is a human state, subject to the same standards 
of moral judgment which must be brought upon all states. Moreover, I confess I 
have no particular reverence for nations, Jewish or otherwise. It is people, living, 
breathing, dreaming, and even lusting people I care about. I care about the Jewish 
people in a very private and special way, because they are my people; we are part of 
the same branch of the human family. The political entity of the state of Israel has 
not been particularly moving to me simply because it is the creation of Jews. I have 
accepted it as political necessity, as a means of guaranteeing the right of Jews to live 
peacefully and productively in the land together with the prior inhabitants of the 
land, the Arab people. Had it been possible to secure the right to live peacefully and 
productively to develop Jewish cultural life and to redeem the land without a Jewish 
political entity called a state, I should not have been troubled at all. I was one of that 
tiny group that in 1947 supported the idea of a bi-national state along with men 
whom I then and still now revere, Judah Magnes and Martin Buber. They were very 
unpopular men when they proposed that solution to the Palestine problem, as it 
used to be called. They were almost totally rejected by the overwhelming sentiment 
of the Jewish people in the land of Israel. Bi-nationalism as a solution had a certain 
moral dignity but like so many of my ideas it lacked any political realism. The people 
of the Yishuv, the Jewish settlement of Palestine, the nations of the world, the Zionist 
movement had decided on the establishment of a Jewish state. And so it came to be.
I feel today a deep love for Israel, even a deep yearning for Israel, and yet I 
do not share the intense national feelings which others have for it. I am a person 
without any feelings of national identity, American or otherwise. Perhaps that 
is why I have never called myself a Zionist, and I have some hesitation in being 
an American.
I said I loved Israel. I should probably be happier living there at this juncture 
in history than anywhere else I have come to know. But love is not blind. To love 
does not mean or should not mean that we pretend away the imperfections we find 
in the one we love. Such has always been my love for Israel. A love mixed with a 
wholesome ability to be critical.
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Our first day in Jerusalem a few weeks ago we walked to the Old City, which 
we had not seen for twenty years when the city first became a divided one. It was 
mid- November and clouds came up suddenly out of the west, and as we explored 
the winding, twisting narrow streets of old Jerusalem behind the walls rain began 
to fall. It wasn’t just rain, it was an enormous cloudburst and before we knew [it] 
a flood was sweeping powerfully through those narrow streets. We retreated into 
an Arab cafe. Another couple was there before us. It turned out to be one of Israel’s 
outstanding literary figures, Aharon Meged, a novelist, playwright, and editor. 
Somehow the conversation turned to the question of my reaction to what had 
happened since the Six-Day War. I said that I consider war to be always a tragedy. 
That I derived no sense of pride from military accomplishment. I wanted des-
perately for Israel to survive but I was perturbed at the spirit of triumphalism. 
The Jew as military hero or as expert in the use of air power, tanks, and napalm 
was very difficult for me to accept. I don’t know what prompted me to be so free 
with my feelings, but I was taken aback when Megged said: That is exactly what 
I have just written about in [an] article, which is published in America this very 
month. I returned to find Megged’s piece on my desk; it was entitled “Israel’s new 
image.” The new image he says is that of a heroic people, mighty in war, pursuing 
its enemies, destroying its foes with lightning speed. One more day and we would 
have stood at Cairo. Or those endless obscene jokes. We were no longer the boy 
David facing the giant Goliath. It is a liberating image, which did away with the 
need to feel compassion and guilt or pity. The old Jewish sentimentality with its 
moral complexities was disdained.
But Megged says that new image will not endure because the Jewish national 
character has been shaped in another way through its history. Certain charac-
ter traits were formed in our history that were to serve as models and ideals for 
Jewish culture. Abraham the lover of peace and justice who pleaded against the 
destruction of Sodom, Isaac the shepherd and digger of wells, Jacob the dweller in 
tents—these myths were formed when Israel dwelled in the land of Canaan. This 
was our self-image and it differed radically from the tales of heroism and passion, 
which were incorporated in the images of Gilgamesh and Odysseus, and Siegfried, 
the men of arms who shaped the historical course of other cultures. It was Moses, 
not Joshua, whom we revered. It was David the boy and the man not as conqueror, 
it was Solomon the wise king and not Solomon the glorious potentate; it was the 
prophets, not the Kings. Even in Israel itself [among] the generations who grew 
up there without knowing the Diaspora existence this image was perpetuated. The 
literature [of] Israel has by and large identified with the fate of the vanquished, the 
refugee, the prisoner, the displaced. There was no place for hatred and revenge.
Megged goes on to say that the land of Israel is indivisible not as a conse-
quence of military conquest but because such it has always been in the Jewish 
consciousness.
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The land of Israel’s indivisible geographic and spiritual wholeness are enhanced 
by one another. This is what it has always been, he insists, in the national con-
sciousness of Jews. That is why Jews are in Israel today, because of that national 
consciousness attached inexorably to the land—there is a historical and mythical 
bond with the land and its skies. That is what I feel when I am there too.
The difficulty has always been that the land also belongs to the Arabs who have 
lived there for generations; it is also a part of their individual and national con-
sciousness. And they are entitled to be themselves. They cannot be displaced or 
oppressed. They must be dealt with as equals, not in the language of orders and 
decrees, but in the manner of a dialogue between two nations whom history and 
fate have destined to inhabit one country.
How shall that come to pass? That is the central conflict which confronts the 
future of Israel. Where spirit and geography are joined nationalism is born. National 
aspirations are by necessity mutually exclusive. Must they be mutually aggressive?
The Arabs have steadfastly refused to recognize either the viability or the 
authenticity of Israel’s right to exist as a nation. The record of their aggression 
is well known to all of us. It is good to know what the Arab case is, since by rea-
son of it Israel’s existence has been threatened for twenty years. There are three 
arguments employed by the Arabs: 1. The artificiality of the Jewish state; 2. That 
it burdens the Arabs with the consequences of Hitler’s persecution of the Jews; 
and 3. That Israel is the bridgehead of imperialism in the Middle East, a European 
enclave serving to suppress Arab nationalism.
The Six-Day War should have brought home with thundering truth the reality 
of the state of Israel. The reality of states is not proved by intellectual discussion, 
but by the way they stand up to the test of extreme necessity. The response of 
Israel’s people to the recent war should have proven once and for all that Israel is 
not [an] artificial creation, a conglomeration of refugees. There were some Israelis 
who had serious doubts about this too, suspicious of the edot hamizrach, of the 
discotheque generation of the young. Their united response to impending catas-
trophe put the lie to all of these suspicions.
As for burdening the Arabs with the consequences of Hitler’s persecution of 
the Jews. Jews have not been a problem. The influx of Jewish immigration is not 
only the result of what happened to Jews in Europe but also what has happened to 
them in Arab lands. Fully half of Israel’s population came as refugees from Arab 
countries. But the basic question behind this argument is whether Palestine is an 
Arab or Jewish country. This is a point of collision between conflicting national 
myths. Where national myths collide history provides examples [of] how such 
collisions are solved. The first by exterminating the opponent. This the Turks 
did with the Armenians. Or a second method would [be] through a recurrent 
probing with force, the hereditary enemy—the Germans and French, the Poles 
and Russians—there was bloodletting for centuries but eventually there were no 
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significant changes of frontiers. Third is through an accommodation between 
conflicting dreams—finding a way to live together. Such accommodations have 
historically come about after long struggles—the nations of the Soviet Union or 
Yugoslavia, the English and the Scots, the Swiss.
The rise of super powers in our world today has really transformed the meaning 
of national independence. The very possibility of war today is dependent on the 
readiness of the super powers to provide conflicting forces with weapons. Arabs 
and Jews in trying to assert themselves by confrontation become increasingly 
dependent for their very existence upon the great powers. Against their will they 
become instruments in the struggle between these powers.
Arabs claim that Israel is a bridgehead of imperialism, Western imperialism. 
There is some truth in that statement. Israel has introduced Western technology, 
Western ways of living. There is probably nothing in Israel quite as Western as an oil 
corporation the presence of which has not disturbed most of the Arab leadership.
C OMMENTARY BY DANIEL SOKATCH
In November of 1967, just months after the Six-Day War, Rabbi Leonard Beerman 
returned home from a trip to Israel to preach about what he had seen there. Today, 
his words and his worries seem almost prophetic. One wonders how they were 
received forty-nine years ago, as the aftershocks of the war transformed Israel’s 
sense of itself, and the American Jewish community’s sense of Israel. It must have 
been jarring for Leonard’s congregants to hear him, so soon after near catastro-
phe and then the cathartic triumph of the war, not only question the “spirit of 
triumphalism” that so disturbed him but also begin to dig down into the deeper 
questions of what the war might mean for the future moral fiber of Israel and the 
Jewish people.
Beerman always stood apart when it came to Israel. He loved Israel, even 
yearned for it, but declared, “To love does not mean  .  .  . that we pretend away 
the imperfections we find in the one we love.” He was deeply distrustful of any 
nationalism, and reluctant to identity as a Zionist. In 1947, he supported the “moral 
dignity” of the bi-nationalism of Martin Buber and Judah Magnus, even as he 
later acknowledged it as politically unrealistic. And in the immediate aftermath 
of the Six-Day War he was one of the few American Jewish leaders who agonized 
over what control over millions of Arabs—whose right and connection to the land 
he understood to be just as valid as those of the Jewish people—would mean for 
Israel’s democracy, future, and soul. It was characteristic of Leonard that, decades 





The two documents below, which are discussed in Professor Michael Meyer’s 
 commentary, relate to Breira, an organization with which Leonard Beerman was 
closely associated. It arose in 1973 as an “alternative” (the English word for breira) 
to the existing policies of Jewish organizations toward the Israeli-Palestinian con-
flict. Founded by the Chicago-based Reform rabbi Arnold J. Wolf, the organization 
was devoted to a two-state solution well before that idea, as Professor Meyer notes, 
became a mainstream principle in the American Jewish community. As a result, it 
was cast as a radical deviation from Jewish communal norms and was widely criti-
cized in the community.
Accustomed to and undaunted by the adoption of controversial positions, 
Beerman worked with his friend and colleague Rabbi Richard Levy to establish a 
presence for Breira in Los Angeles. They worked with Yoav Peled, an Israeli graduate 
student at UCLA and later political scientist at Tel Aviv University, to bring together 
progressive Jews, including Rabbis David Berner, Laura Geller, Sandy Ragins, and 
Chaim Seidler-Feller, to support the cause of Breira, which ceased to exist in 1977.
C OMMENTARY BY PROFESSOR MICHAEL A.  MEYER
The failure of the Israeli government to recognize the existence of a Palestinian 
entity and the expanding settlement in the West Bank led in the mid-1970s to 
the formation of a Jewish organization known as Breira (Alternative). It included 
a considerable proportion of non-Orthodox rabbis, who were committed to the 
Jewish state but critical of its current policies. The organization was ahead of its 
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Figure 19. CCAR letter on Breira (1977).
time in coming out strongly for a two-state solution when that was still strictly a 
minority view among American Jews.
The Jewish establishment soon took aim at Breira, claiming that its views were 
damaging to the State of Israel. The organization was demonized, and its members, 
including myself, for a time suffered ostracism. Nonetheless, during a period of 
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Figure 20. Breira letterhead (1977).
about half a decade, Breira was able to publicize its views both within and outside 
the Jewish community.
It is not surprising that Rabbi Leonard Beerman should have associated himself 
with Breira. He had shown his commitment to Zionism when, as a rabbinical stu-
dent, he joined the Haganah, the pre-state Jewish military, in 1947. He continued 
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to be a lover of Israel, but a moral critic of its policies, even as, in various areas, 
he criticized policies of the United States. The brief undated document, which 
he signed together with other Reform rabbis, indicates that he sought to bring 
the message of Breira to his rabbinical colleagues in the Central Conference of 
American Rabbis, most likely at its convention in June 1977. The second docu-






Rabbi Beerman’s Yom Kippur sermon was delivered eleven months after Egyptian 
president Anwar Sadat came to Jerusalem in a bold gesture of peace and spoke in the 
Knesset, Israel’s parliament, on November 20, 1977. It also came a month after the 
historic Camp David Accords were signed by Israel and Egypt on September 6, 1978, 
with the active mediation of US president Jimmy Carter.
In the midst of the euphoria about this historic moment in which the Jewish state 
and its largest Arab neighbor made peace, Beerman assumed his prophetic voice and 
issued a cautionary note: over the course of their long history, Jews have not been espe-
cially good at either statecraft or making war. Their real excellence—and true calling—
lay in struggling for “the realization of truth and justice in the fullness of everyday 
life.” Consistent with that theme, Beerman cut through the excitement of the day and 
focused with laser-like attention on what he saw as the heart of the problem. “Only 
through peace with the Palestinian people,” he declared, “can the final goal of peace be 
realized.” Already during his first visit to Israel in 1947, he apprehended the abiding 
challenge of how a Jewish majority must deal with an Arab minority. Following 1967, 
when Israel came to occupy the West Bank and Gaza Strip, the problem became more 
acute. Beerman never lost his sense of the critical importance of the Palestinian issue 
throughout his career. He returned to it again and again, seeing its resolution as a 
measure of “the realization of truth and justice” that was the Jewish vocation.
There is a picture on my desk at home of my father as a very young man. He is 
dressed in a World War I khaki uniform with a tight-fitting collar, and he is wear-
ing one of those campaign or doughboy hats with a broad brim all around; and he 
is standing with two other soldiers, one of them his cousin Alex. The photograph 
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is of the time when my father served in the United States Army Ambulance Corps. 
He was stationed in Italy. There are other pictures I used to look at as a boy; they 
are all in a photo album, which seemed always to be old and which is still in my 
parents’ home. There were even a few colored postcards of places my father visited 
when he was a soldier. I remember the one I liked best of all and I thought to be 
most beautiful. It was a picture of the Bay of Kator along the Dalmatian Coast. 
There were other places he loved to speak of in Montenegro, along the Adriatic, 
and in Italy itself.
When I was very young, it used to bother me that my father was in the ambu-
lance corps. Playing in the gravel-covered park of the small Pennsylvania town of 
my early boyhood, where we used to throw stones at each other, hiding behind 
the large cannons set there, replicas of the war, I wished my father had been in the 
infantry, a fighting man, not condemned (so it seemed to me) to bring comfort 
and healing to the wounded. To a small boy, that didn’t seem very military at all. 
Nothing like the 03 Rifle and the big Mauser automatic pistol he had brought 
home from the war, and which we used to keep in the attic. That automatic was 
so heavy; as long as it was around I never developed sufficient strength to pull 
the trigger.
It was some years later, when I first learned about the Great War and began to 
think about it and raise questions about it, and even much later than that when 
I first read Hemingway’s A Farewell to Arms (Hemingway had also served in the 
ambulance corps in Italy), it was then that I began to think that if one had to be in 
such a horrible war, it was a sign of honor not to be among those who killed. I came 
to understand, also, that my father’s military service was really an expression of his 
basic character, a reflection of ideals and principles which were an integral part of 
his thought and behavior as a man, of his whole system of values. Compassion for 
those who were hurt was not something he put on and took off like a uniform, for 
a temporary period of his life. That was to be a life-long profession of his. Until a 
year or so ago, he used to spend a day a week helping out at the Veterans Hospital 
in Long Beach. Caring about the injured, the poor, the lonely, those who labored 
in the factories and those who stood outside of them in the long depression years, 
somehow making society a better place for all, and especially for the least of its 
people, that has always been a passion of my father’s. It permeated his business life 
as well, his treatment of his employees and his customers. It went everywhere with 
him, and it still does—although today, sporting a patch over one eye, he looks a 
little like Moshe Dayan, or at least like Moshe Dayan ten or fifteen years from now.
I was very slow to grow when I was a boy, and in some ways I still am. I had 
to grow a lot in mind and sensitivity to come close to my father’s stature. I finally 
understood that the essence of my father’s strength was really the essence of the 
strength of our people, the Jewish people. For the strength of our people has always 
been in the power of its spirit and its sensitivity, in the deep commitment to the 
ideals set in the center of its being, the commitment to act out of love, and to be 
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willing to bear the suffering that decent human beings must inevitably bear in a 
world such as ours. That is the strength that accounted for our tenacity, our fierce 
determination to live; that is the incredible power within us that made for our 
survival. Yes, the strength of our people has always been in that power. Some of us 
have been able to learn that from our parents. I have. Some of us are teaching it to 
our children. I hope you are.
Oh, I know that through most of our history we Jews have done a lot of fight-
ing and struggling. But our greatest struggles, as Heine once said, were on the 
battlefield of human thought. It was there, in the realm of spiritual warfare, in that 
relentless restlessness of our people’s spirit, it was there [that] we won our great 
medals, it was there [that] we found our greatest greatness.
For very early there had entered into our people’s spirit a ferment that would 
give it no rest. In the midst of the pagan world, so magnificent in the grandeur of 
its material achievement, one people questioned what was universally accepted by 
those who lorded their power and their majesty over them. When all about them 
the great nations of the world worshipped gods of stone and mountain, one people 
alone refused. For this people had come to believe of itself that it had been called to 
prepare this earth as a kingdom for God through the realization of justice. That just 
as there was the One who “had set the sun in the sky,” Buber taught us, “so did they 
believe that there was a Lord of being and coming to be who had set a commandment 
of truth and justice above the heads of the human race.” The great duty set before our 
people was the realization of truth and justice in the fullness of everyday life.
This command, this expectation, has always been difficult, too difficult for our 
people. It always set upon us the painful requirement that we be different, that we 
seek a special dignity, a special refinement, that we separate ourselves from the 
manners and the values of the nations amongst whom we lived, where those values 
violated the essential principle of our civilization. The way was too hard, and from 
the earliest times our people rebelled against it. They preferred a visible god to the 
invisible One of whom Moses taught them. They were forever to be seduced by the 
idols of power and wealth, of comfort and ease. The Bible describes in excruciating 
detail how this happened, what cruel punishments were visited upon the people, 
culminating in their destruction and exile. But not only the Bible, the whole of 
Jewish history is a record of struggle against all those forces, within and without, 
that would divert a people from the truth of its being, from the essential principle 
of its civilization, which is, I repeat, the realization of truth and justice in the full-
ness of everyday life.
The same forces beset us today, only this time more powerful, more seductive 
than ever before. But I believe the strength of our people to reckon with those 
forces is still in the power of its spirit, in its capacity to act out of love on behalf of 
the ideals set in the center of our being.
I am very much aware that I speak these words on the fifth anniversary of the 
Yom Kippur war, and in the thirtieth year of the establishment of the State of 
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Israel—a reminder not only of the incredible achievements of Israel but also of 
its remarkable military accomplishments as well, the tremendous courage it has 
displayed in its wars of survival.
It may be uncomfortable to remember, but surely it is well known to all of you, 
that from the most ancient times the Jewish people has demonstrated no partic-
ular gifts at making war. Nor have we been particularly good at maintaining a 
nation. None of the battles of our ancestors, the ancient Israelites, has ever been 
recorded in military annals. Great military geniuses we have never produced. 
Before the mighty armies of the ancient Near East, Israel always fell to defeat: 
Assyria, Babylonia, Egypt, the Greeks, the Romans—it was always the same story. 
In works of fiction, we won military victories. In the Book of Esther, which we read 
every Purim, although we carefully manage to skip this part of it—there we are 
able to slay 75,000 Persians, and glory in it. The Maccabees had a brief experience 
of victory over the Syrian Greeks, but the independence they achieved quickly 
gave way to inner Jewish corruption; soon, Jews were once again a subject people.
Israel became what it was to be for most of its history as a national entity, and 
what it is today—a vassal state, dominated always by someone else’s purposes. So 
we were to Greece and even to Rome, until Rome became impatient with the rebel-
liousness and the pretensions to power of the Jewish zealots, mystical hooligans. 
So the Romans finally did to the Jews what they could have done at any time—they 
destroyed the Temple; they destroyed the nation. Yet our people lived on because 
the rabbis of that time helped them understand that the foundation of their being 
as a people was not in a cult centered in a temple, but in something sacred to be 
realized in the fullness of their everyday life. If they could hallow themselves and 
their lives, they could outlive any conqueror. And so they did.
Yet it has been our historic fate to dwell always in the shadow of the power of 
others. So it was then; so it is today, for Israel, for Jews everywhere. It is in the light 
of this uncomfortable truth that we consider the events which have culminated in 
the dramatic achievement at Camp David.
Eleven months ago I was in Jerusalem, dancing in the street with the crowd 
gathered there, as I saw President Sadat enter the King David Hotel. The next day, 
along with every Israeli and millions of people throughout the world I heard the 
leader of Egypt, the most powerful Arab nation, speak these words: “You want 
to live with us in this part of the world. In all sincerity I tell you we welcome you 
among us with full security and safety. What is peace for Israel? It means that Israel 
lives in the region with her Arab neighbors in security and safety. To such logic, I 
say yes. It means that Israel lives within her borders, secure against any aggression. 
To such logic, I say yes. It means for Israel all kinds of guarantees that insure these 
two factors. To this demand, I say yes.”
With this dramatic and courageous initiative, unparalleled in diplomatic his-
tory, the Egyptian president at great personal danger changed the situation in the 
Middle East, made a total break with Arab policies of the past thirty years, a break 
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with that deeply imbedded rejection of Israel’s right to exist as a sovereign nation 
(“No negotiation, no recognition, no reconciliation”).1 It was clear that Egypt was 
determined to achieve peace even at the terrible risk of a deep rift in the Arab 
world. It seemed so certain that a peace settlement was within reach, and that it 
could be a real peace in the full meaning of the word, not just a truce between 
opposing nations growling fiercely at each other.
So I wanted to believe last November, and so I did. Here was an opportunity 
to put an end to the conflict that had brought untold misery and bloodshed—the 
terrible waste of life, resources—the mental anguish. I was overwhelmed by the 
euphoria of that moment, grateful that I could have been in that place in that his-
toric time. Thirty years before that November, in November 1947, Martha and I had 
been in the same Jerusalem rejoicing at the news that had come from Lake Success 
in New York, announcing that the United Nations had voted to partition Palestine 
into two states: One Jewish, One Arab. That decision permitted Israel to come into 
being six months later, in May of 1948. But the joy of November 1947 gave way 
to the fierce and terrible events of Israel’s War of Independence. Would the joy of 
November 1977 vanish as quickly as it had come into being? Such, unfortunately, 
was to be the case. The drama of November, the exchange of visits, the ecstasy that 
swept over Egyptians and Israelis soon gave way to a war of words and a new gloom.
We have been rescued from that gloom because the President of the United 
States and his advisors seized the initiative, indicated to both parties what they 
thought was right for the Middle East, invited Egypt and Israel to Camp David to 
negotiate based on this plan, and then provided the necessary “nudging” to help 
bring about the agreement.
For the central factor in the Middle East since 1973 has been the emergence 
of the United States as the dominant power in the region. As Professor Stanley 
Hoffman of Harvard’s Center for European Studies has pointed out, and it is his 
words I now bring to you, our country is now involved in a complex web of rela-
tionships in the Middle East. America is engaged with its Arab clients, especially 
Saudi-Arabia, in a relationship such that it is sometimes difficult to determine who 
is the real client, who manipulates whom. We need the oil; they need our weapons 
and technology. We want them to turn to us rather than to the Europeans or the 
Japanese, to invest their money in the United States, to keep OPEC from rais-
ing oil prices to levels our allies and many developing nations could not afford, 
to cooperate with us in managing an increasingly acrobatic world financial sys-
tem. United States policy now has two imperatives, Professor Hoffman argues: 
Arab power must be used in ways favorable to American interests. There must 
be no war between the Arabs and Israel, since such a war would present America 
with impossible choices and could provoke new strains between the United States, 
Western Europe, and Japan.
The second imperative is for a movement toward a settlement of the Arab-Israeli 
conflict, for a settlement of the Arab-Israeli conflict is the only way to maintain 
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American dominance in the area and to prevent a new Soviet penetration into 
the area. The Arab-Israeli conflict is therefore obsolete, from the American point 
of view; it is an obstacle to the pursuit of the long-range interests of all the par-
ties. A peace settlement, Professor Hoffman insists, is absolutely imperative for the 
United States and for Israel and the Arab states, the nations within the American 
orbit of influence.
The achievement at Camp David is a tribute to all of the participants in it, 
and surely to the reason and the flexibility demonstrated by President Sadat 
and Prime Minister Begin. Still it must be remembered that peace has not been 
accomplished, but only a framework within which peace can be achieved. The 
agreement is very fragile. It leaves so very much to be thrashed out. And it is 
fraught with areas of danger, and the areas of danger are precisely the areas of the 
agreement that are vague.
The agreement is particularly vague with regard to what lies at the very heart of 
the Israeli-Arab conflict—the problem of the Palestinians and the future of the West 
Bank. Only through peace with the Palestinian people can the final goal of peace 
be realized; only through a generous and respectful recognition of the right of the 
Palestinians to define themselves, their identity, to have their sovereignty over the 
portion of Palestine promised to them and agreed to by every Israeli government, 
prior to this one, and not to have a definition imposed upon them by the PLO, by 
Jordan, by the Israelis, by anyone but themselves—only thus can there be peace.
Whoever would still deny to Israel or the Palestinian Arabs the right to build 
a life of their own is an enemy of peace. Within the Arab world, the PLO and the 
so-called radical Arab states are still sworn to war. But among Jews there are those 
who are enemies of peace and security as well. Those religious zealots who claim 
the land by divine mandate, whose battle cry is “not an inch,” “all or nothing,” are 
a grave danger to the hope for peace. Wherever they are, they are as dangerous to 
life and to Israel as their equivalents among the Arab rejectionists and terrorists. 
Those who advocate more settlements on the West Bank are in the same category.
As for us American Jews, it is time for us to seize the hope engendered at Camp 
David and to join the peacemakers; to open our minds and hearts to the justice 
due our enemies. And to join those tiny forces in the world that insist that the 
continued reliance on military power is an ill-breeding of the mind that perverts 
every possibility for the ennoblement of the human enterprise.
And it is time for us, long overdue, to think seriously again about the quality of 
our lives as American Jews, for the quality of our lives has suffered immeasurably 
because of the mentality of being under siege, a mentality which has held us cap-
tive over these thirty years. Our sense of perspective has become totally distorted. 
A single anti-Semite opens his stupid mouth and ten thousand American Jews 
summon up images of a new holocaust. The spectacle of 5,000 Jews in Chicago, 
marching in protest before twenty-six puny American Nazis, is a symbol of the 
idiocy to which otherwise intelligent people can descend. The hyperventilated 
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response to the Scheer articles is of the same order.2 There is a great deal about us 
Jews that calls for celebration, and there is much about us for which we should be 
ashamed, not the least of which is our exaggerated self-pity and self-righteousness, 
the rising cultic tribalism—and a new phenomenon—the Jewish Archie Bunkers 
among us, only nobody is laughing.
There is much work of healing that needs to be done, to bind up our wounds, to 
renew the vision of our true strength, to take up again the ideals set in the center 
of our people’s being. For that is our strength, that is our power. Wherever we act 
out of love to help diminish the store of human anguish, we assert our power as 
Jews . . . but this is another sermon, one that will be continued throughout the year.
Do the children still play in the gravel-covered park of my birthplace? Do the 
boys throw stones, hiding behind the cannons set there, replicas of my father’s 
war? Do they imagine their fathers brave in battle, wielding their rifles and bayo-
nets and pistols? Will they grow to be strong in their power, to be tender human 
beings, loving themselves, loving life, nurturing it?
“See I have set before thee this day life and death and blessing and curse, there-
fore choose life, that thou mayest live.”
C OMMENTARY BY MILTON VIORST
Leonard Beerman delivered this sermon barely a decade after the Six-Day War, and 
five years after the Yom Kippur War, which together transformed Israel’s relation-
ship with its Arab neighbors and the international community. It was a lament for 
where he perceived Israel was heading. His warning did not make him more popu-
lar among his congregants, but Leonard was always more committed to truth than 
to popularity. Since then, the Arab-Israeli conflict has grown more heated, global 
society more remote, prospects for peace more elusive. Today Leonard’s sermon of 
four decades ago is no less relevant, and were he with us, he could deliver it again.
In the sermon, Leonard lauds the refusal of the early Jews to follow the era’s 
great powers in worshipping the gods of stone and mountain, seeking instead to 
establish a kingdom of God through the realization of social justice. It was a severe 
challenge, which many Jews found too difficult to embrace. It did not, further-
more, endear the Jews to the peoples among whom they lived, and over the cen-
turies they paid heavily for their differences. When Herzl founded Zionism as a 
refuge from the pains inflicted on them by their enemies, Vienna’s Chief Rabbi 
implored him to beware that a Jewish state built on cannons and bayonets risked 
emulating Europe’s warrior powers. Herzl scoffed, but time, vindicating the rabbi’s 
admonition, has seriously deformed Herzl’s dream.
I came to know Leonard because we both believed Jews could best be served by 
giving their allegiance to another, more humane Zionism. He alluded to it not just 
in this, but in nearly all his sermons. It is a cause for which he will long be remem-
bered. I am proud to have been his friend.
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When Rabbi Beerman took the pulpit on the eve of Yom Kippur in 1982, it was barely 
a week after the massacre of hundreds (and perhaps thousands) of Palestinian refu-
gees by Christian Phalangist militia men in the Sabra and Shatila camps in Beirut 
on September 16–18. The Phalangists were operating in the camps under the general 
command of Israeli forces that had taken control of Beirut as a result of intense fight-
ing in the summer of 1982.
Beerman did not miss the opportunity to peer into his soul and that of his fellow 
Jews, to engage in the work of heshbon ha-nefesh (moral accounting) that Jewish 
tradition encourages on Yom Kippur. The day, he declared, “has always been a call to 
conscience.” And he, as the spiritual shepherd of his well-heeled congregation, felt a 
particular obligation to issue and answer that call.
Beerman numbered himself among the few American Jews—and surely rabbis— 
to deem the first Lebanon War “a moral and political failure” from its first day. 
He lamented the fact that virtually every national Jewish organization lined up in 
unwavering support of the decision of the Israeli government to invade Lebanon. And 
yet, the Lebanon War proved to be enormously divisive. In Israel, it was called the 
first war to lack a national consensus and prompted widespread protest by antiwar 
activists. Abroad, the early stages of the war began to create “troubled consciences” 
among Diaspora Jews, as the New York Times reported.1
For Beerman, the Lebanon War represented a gross violation of the prophetic 
impulse to seek out justice and righteousness. It was a case in which the once pow-
erless not only had become powerful, but were also corrupted by the power they 
assumed. The scale of destruction wrought by the Israeli invasion was vast and was 
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“declaration of independence” for Diaspora Jews, who must unmoor themselves from 
silent complicity, assert their consciences, and embark on the path of repentance that 
Yom Kippur demanded.
These are the words we read in our service every Rosh Hashanah morning, the 
words of Paul Kornfeld, born 1889 in Prague, died in Lodz concentration camp, 1942:
Everything on this earth follows the age-old rules.
When spring comes, the ice melts . . .
And when someone is enraged he does evil.
Yet no rule or law can keep us from dreaming
that one day all this travail will turn to ashes,
and that You, oh my Lord, playful and senseless,
great and powerful,
will cause a new rule to blossom forth under your breath,
and the miracle will spread across the earth.
How glorious it would be, were Your will written
throughout the world through Your deeds.
See!—the world is a dark pit,
and men haltingly stumble and falter from abyss to abyss,
from battle to battle . . .
They aim for the good and commit the evil,
they do evil and regret it . . .
They think about what they have wrought and tear their
own flesh.
And they are full of errors and full of lies. . . .
And everything has its reason and its cause.
Also the evil has its cause . . .
Also the lie has its cause . . .
And the errors have their cause.
And everything goes its way according to the age-old
rules and laws . . .
Last week, at the close of the service on Rosh Hashanah eve, as Rabbi Ragins, 
Cantor Sharlin, and I stood wishing members of the congregation a good year, one 
of our members, a veteran of many differences with me over the many years of our 
friendship, greeted me warmly and said, somewhat impishly: “I’m so grateful you 
didn’t speak about the war in Lebanon tonight, and that you will be addressing 
that subject on Yom Kippur. Because I won’t be here on Yom Kippur; I’ll be on my 
way to India.”
Oh, I wish I might be with him tonight, wherever he is, and I have colleagues 
throughout the land who feel the same. Their hearts are heavy, full of anguish, and 
yet they know, as I do, that it is their responsibility to attempt to provide some 
212    Israel/Palestine
guidance, some understanding of the events that have shaken the conscience of 
every Jew. And what is a more appropriate time for this than the Day of Atonement?
Yom Kippur has always been a call to conscience. It has always urged us to 
acknowledge a simple truth—that we are human, and therefore subject to error, 
transgression; that by our deeds of omission or commission we may have added 
to the store of indecency in the world. Yom Kippur tells us that we should turn 
away from the way we have been going and choose another way, a way of justice 
and love, a way that leads to our fellow human beings. The sins we confess this day 
are meant to encompass every domain of our lives, the personal and the collective, 
wherever we have negated by word or deed the ideals we cherish. Yes, Yom Kippur 
is a call to conscience, an annual reminder of the distance that separates our ide-
als from our conduct. Yom Kippur is a celebration, a celebration of moral failure.
We all shrink from this responsibility. It implies, with Cassius, that the fault is 
not in our stars but in ourselves, that we are not the persons we pretend to be or 
wish to be. In Judaism, Leo Baeck once taught us, the highest possible standard 
is imposed upon us. “The ethical command with its ceaseless, thou shalt, stands 
before us and demands our life. Our ethical consciousness is the consciousness of 
an unending task. If we can feel a reverence toward this task, then we can feel a 
reverence toward ourselves.”
So we are challenged not to blunt the conscience but to awaken it. Not to pre-
tensions of virtue, but to the acknowledgment of moral failure.
The contemporary rabbi who ventures to lead his congregation up this path is 
aware that he is engaged in a dangerous mission. For the rabbi is the bearer of a 
dark secret. He knows he is the servant of a religion which rarely developed any 
passion for the dilemmas of the privileged. The calf worshippers of old, who stood 
at the foot of Sinai, sincerely believed that they were worshipping the God of Israel.
The rabbi who serves a congregation as fashionable and respectable as this one 
feels too often like an Aaron, the brother of Moses, who took the gold, fashioned 
the calf, and gave the people exactly what they wanted. The rabbi who serves the 
enlightened and the affluent knows that he is the bearer of a religious tradition 
whose God pants after the disinherited, the lonely, the abandoned, the homeless. 
Its God is the god of the hunted, not the hunter; of the defeated, not the victor.
How does the teacher, the rabbi, how does any knowledgeable Jew, take this 
tradition with its literature of tragedy and loneliness and the joy that flowers from 
it, how does one take a religion of the insulted and the injured, and guide his con-
gregation on the path that leads to the acknowledgment of moral failure, the awak-
ening of conscience, the path that leads to the repentance that this day calls for?
I do not know that I can do it. I certainly cannot do it alone. I need your help, 
as never before.
Everything has its reason and its cause
Also the evil has its cause
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Also the lie has its cause
And everything goes its way according to
the age-old rules . . .
I confess to you: I am one of that minority of rabbis, and that minority of Jews here 
and in Israel who believed, from the first day, that the war in Lebanon, the war 
of Begin and Sharon, was doomed to be a moral and political failure. I confess to 
you, I was full of shame and horror and despair from the very first moment of the 
Israeli invasion of the Lebanese border. And yet I prayed that I was wrong. I prayed 
that some blessing might be wrested from the destruction and the loss of life this 
invasion, or, as Menachem Begin insists on calling it, this “incursion,” might bring.
I listened to the news with dread. I read every piece of information, particu-
larly those issued by the major Jewish organizations: ADL, the AJC, the CRC, the 
Federation Council, which without exception celebrated and justified the Israeli 
action. Then I began to see some of the material from the Israeli press. There 
was that story of Col. Eli Geva, an armored brigade commander who created a 
sensation in Israel by asking to be relieved from his command rather than lead 
an assault on Beirut. The Israeli newspapers reported an exchange between Prime 
Minister Begin and Col. Geva. Begin, who hoped to persuade the young colonel 
to change his mind, asked why the colonel, the youngest brigade commander in 
Israeli history, wanted to be relieved of his command. Geva replied that when he 
looked through his binoculars into West Beirut he could see children playing. 
“Did you receive an order to kill the children?” Begin asked him. “No,” Geva 
replied. “Then what are you complaining about?” the Prime Minister is reported 
to have said.
Then there was Mattityahu Shmuelevitz, Director General of the Prime 
Minister’s office, who told the following story: “Three men, one an Israeli, are 
captured by cannibals, and while the cauldron of water is heating they are each 
granted a final wish. After the others’ conventional wishes are met, the Israeli 
makes his request—that the cannibal chieftain kick him in the behind. The wish 
fulfilled, the Israeli pulls his Uzi sub- machine gun from under his shirt, kills his 
tormentors and sets his companions free. ‘But why did you ask him to kick you?’ 
they asked. ‘Because, otherwise, no matter how justified my shooting him, I will 
still be accused of aggression,’ the Israeli replied. So we take into account that we 
shall be accused of aggression even when the water to cook us is already boiling,” 
said Mr. Shmuelevitz, as he launched into his analysis of negative world reaction 
to the Israeli invasion.
Eliyahu Ben Elissar, Israel’s first ambassador to Egypt, and now chairman of 
the Foreign Affairs and Defense Committee of the Knesset, Israel’s parliament, 
explained international hostility in these terms: “The free Christian world has still 
a long way to go to get used to a new type of Jew,” he said. “We are a very nor-
mal people. No nation would allow its citizens to be killed with impunity, but 
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somehow, people take it for granted that Jews have always been killed throughout 
their history. While Americans or French or others would never let it happen, 
we have always been asked to behave otherwise. But we are not the Jews of the 
Diaspora. We will show the nations that we are not that kind of Jew.”
Statement by Robert Alter, distinguished professor at the University of 
California, Berkeley, from an old issue of COMMENTARY in the bottom of my 
desk drawer, to be taken out whenever I become too moralistic: “Morality on the 
subject of Israel comes cheap to an American Jew, because he is not directly con-
fronted with the responsibilities of power, the naked needs of survival . . . ”
Letter to the Editor of the American Jewish periodical SHMA: “God bless our 
Jewish intellectual liberals [the rabbis among them]. God bless them with their 
Jewish consciences and their Jewish sympathy for the hurt and suffering of all 
people. God bless them and keep them far from positions of responsibility. We 
need their prophetic reminders of who we are and how we should act, but we 
would have disappeared off the face of the earth many generations ago if we had 
let them make the practical decisions of daily existence.”
From the Israeli newspapers: Israeli actress Hannah Meron, whose leg was blown 
off several years ago by a PLO terrorist bomb, speaking at a rally in Jerusalem, said: 
“I met two wounded Lebanese children. Both had their legs amputated. I came to 
cheer them up. I do not have to tell you how hard it was for me to look into their 
eyes. For the first time in my life I feel that I am an accomplice to an act with which 
my conscience cannot live.”
Zion will be redeemed with justice.
I will break the bow and the sword and the battle out of the land . . .
They shall beat their swords into plowshares . . .
Everything has its reason and its cause
And everything goes its way according to the
age-old rules and laws.
The stated purpose of the war: To secure peace for the Galilee. Prime Minister 
Begin solemnly promised that “when we reach the 40 kilometer limit the fighting 
will cease.” It soon became clear that that was a lie. It should have been obvious. It 
was well known to Israeli military correspondents that Israel had been looking for 
a pretext to push itself into a full-scale war in Lebanon in order to liquidate once 
and for all the PLO, thus securing Israel’s northern border and bringing to sub-
mission the Palestinian population of the occupied West Bank and Gaza, having 
deprived them of their national leadership.
The purpose of the war: To destroy the PLO, but in truth, if anything may have 
been destroyed it is the moral stature of the State of Israel. The massive use of 
military force, including the total destruction of refugee camps, not only caused 
death and destruction for the civilian population; it also supplied credibility to the 
hostile propaganda that presents Israel as an aggressive state, bent on expansion 
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and annexation, while trampling on the rights of the Palestinian people. It permit-
ted every closet anti-Semite to come out into the open.
The purpose of the war: To destroy the PLO. It may have been destroyed as 
a military force, but the war of Begin and Sharon achieved the very opposite of 
destroying the PLO: It has raised the PLO to a more important factor in inter-
national relations and has made the Palestinian issue the decisive one. The Pope 
would never have received Yasir Arafat had it not been for this war. Yes, the PLO’s 
brutality is well known. Yes, its deeds of terror have brought death to the innocent, 
but “it never constituted a threat to Israeli security,” Abba Eban declared. “This 
war,” Eban said, “has been a dark age in the moral history of the Jewish people.”
To “crush” the PLO, to “eradicate,” to “liquidate,” to “fumigate,” to “wipe out,” 
this was the new Jewish lexicon of Menachem Begin. And as he said in a June letter 
to President Reagan, “we are marching to Berlin to liquidate Hitler.”
Jews who were opposed to this war were not complete fools or zealots or ideo-
logues. We knew how much the people of Lebanon had suffered from the presence 
of the PLO in their midst, and the tremendous loss of life, greater than under the 
Israeli invasion. We were fully cognizant of the PLO’s tactics, its politics of nega-
tion: NO, to the State of Israel; NO, to the Sadat initiative; NO, to the Israeli peace 
forces which had sought dialogue with them. The stubborn, rigid, reckless, brutal 
policies of the PLO betrayed the possibilities of a just solution for both Israelis 
and the Palestinian people. Yet the suffering of the Palestinians is sorrowful and 
painful and real. The terrible blunders of the PLO did not diminish the hope that 
something constructive might emerge from their midst; that they might create a 
leadership that would be able to respond positively.
For the PLO was the leadership of the Palestinian people; it was a bad leader-
ship but a leadership nonetheless. It was a leadership that should have been dealt 
with, with selective military force but also (as A. B. Yehoshua said) “by reasonable 
and honorable proposals that would have challenged it to change its stand, alter-
natives whose moral test would lie in the fact that Israelis would be able to say 
in all honesty that if they were in the position of the Palestinians, they would be 
prepared to accept this as a final compromise proposal.”
This was not the path chosen by successive Israeli governments, culminating in 
the excrescence of this one. So while Israeli soldiers fell in the Lebanese war and 
their obituaries appeared in the Israeli newspapers, there appeared continuously 
advertisements for housing on the West Bank at extremely low prices seeking to 
attract more and more Jews to the area.
The war has been fought. The dead have died, and the latest massacre adds 
to the toll. The Israeli radio report of the provisional estimate of the losses: 340 
Israeli soldiers dead; 2,078 wounded. 17,000 Lebanese Palestinians killed; 30,000 
wounded. About 50,000 people altogether, not to mention the 100,000? 200,000? 
300,000? homeless. What kinds of Jews are these who kill and injure so many thou-
sands and cause such massive destruction as a reasonable technique for carrying 
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out policy? As the defeated Palestinians strengthen their national will by weaving 
heroic tales and creating a new martyrology, thousands upon thousands of Israeli 
citizens (over 300,000 of them) and Jews throughout the world are expressing 
their shock and shame—a tribute to the true Jewish spirit, a clear demonstration 
that it still breathes.2
The Israeli government cannot end the Palestinian will for nationhood. Will the 
world permit another wandering people to be driven forth with no place to go? We 
Jews are the one people of the world who should have known what it was like to 
be unwanted, to be homeless. No one wanted Jews—not America, not Britain, not 
Europe—there was only one place to go, and that was home, and Israel came into 
being for that purpose. There is one, one place for the Palestinians to go—home—
and it is time long overdue for Israel to declare that it does not wish to rule over 
the Palestinian people and to annex their territories, that it is ready to negotiate 
with them on their right to self-determination and independence, if they in turn 
will give up the option of military struggle.
Thus far, not one Israeli government—not the labor governments of Golda Meir, 
Rabin, nor that of Menachem Begin—not one of them has been willing to make 
this declaration. There is no hope for Israel—no hope for peace in the Middle East 
unless this offer is at least attempted, and unless this reality is confronted.
“I, the Lord, will put my law within them: I will write it upon their hearts: and I 
will be their God and they will be My people,” said the prophet Jeremiah.
“Your hands are full of blood, your fingers with guilt. Your lips have spoken lies, 
and your tongues mutter wicked things. No one calls for justice, no one pleads his 
case with integrity. They rely on empty arguments and speak lies, and your tongues 
mutter wicked things. No one calls for justice, no one pleads his case with integrity. 
They rely on empty arguments and speak lies: they conceive trouble and give birth 
to evil . . . acts of violence are in their hands . . . they are swift to shed innocent 
blood. The way of peace they do not know: there is no justice in their paths,” said 
the prophet Isaiah.
Let us choose Jeremiah, not Begin and Sharon (as my friend Rabbi Jerome 
Grollman has said).3
Let us choose Isaiah, not any of the governments of Israel.
This is not the first time in Jewish history that our people has succumbed to 
arrogance and self-destructive impulses. In the least fertile periods of Jewish his-
tory, the vehemence of religious feeling and mystical pretensions of power led to 
excesses of Jewish dogmatism and fanaticism and the betrayal of all that lay at 
the center of the moral purpose and vision of our religious civilization. The Bible 
records it in shame. Thus Israel fell to the Assyrians. Judah was destroyed by the 
Babylonians. The descendants of the Maccabees became corrupt and ruthless with 
power, and Israel’s independence was taken away. A band of mystical religious 
zealots thought that they could take on the mighty armies of Rome in the second 
century. Israel was destroyed, a million and a half Jews were killed, and in some 
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incomparable vulgarity, these Jewish hooligans, some rabbis among them, were 
elevated to the status of heroes among the Jewish people, especially in Israel.
“This is a critical hour in the history of Israel and the Jewish people. The great 
problem for Israel is the problem of being powerful.” With incredible foresight, the 
distinguished Jewish leader Nahum Goldmann, who died a month ago, saw this 
when he said: “For two thousand years we were powerless as a people, and without 
power we learned how to be the best visionaries, the best dreamers, the best ideal-
ists. But without power we could not implement our visions. Now the powerless 
have become powerful. We have an army and flags and a state and victories, and in 
America Jews are well organized and wealthy, but we have not yet learned how to 
use our power in the service of our visions. To place our reliance on power is our 
greatest weakness. The survival of the Jewish people is more in danger today than 
ever before. There can be no survival without peace.”
This is a critical hour in the history of Israel and the Jewish people—There 
can be no survival without peace, peace between the great powers, peace between 
Israel and her rejecting Arab neighbors. And this, it seems to me, is where we enter 
the picture. For if this is a critical hour, it is also an hour full of promise if it brings 
us to contrition, to some humility, some acknowledgment of our own culpability.
It is easy to find culprits: Get the rascals out! That is the language of poli-
tics. Contrition is not the American style; finding culprits is. But contrition is the 
purpose of this Holyday, of Yom Kippur. It is our weapons that have killed all of 
the combatants in this futile war, those massacred by the Christian Phalangists 
at the Shatila Camp in Beirut—our American-made aircraft bombed the cit-
ies of Lebanon; even the PLO had American weapons courtesy of one of our 
major allies, Saudi Arabia; weapons provided by every American government, 
Democratic and Republican.
It is the great powers, we and the Soviet Union, who have set the pattern to be 
emulated by the rest of the world. When faced by an adversary one must be will-
ing to sacrifice everything in the search for military superiority. The great powers 
have declared their willingness to destroy life everywhere on this earth, if need 
be. The race to nuclear armaments does not provide security; it poisons the total 
atmosphere of human discourse and aspiration; it provides the moral context for 
the violence taken up by the tiny nations of the world.
The nuclear technicians in the highest offices who conceive and prepare for 
limited or protracted nuclear wars with acceptable risks of millions upon millions 
of casualties, all the makers of those sadistic scenarios, are they not the real assas-
sins? We cannot remain silent as those assassins go about their grizzly work of 
preparation, any more than we would have wanted those Israeli soldiers and their 
commanders to have been silent as the Christian Phalangists prepared and then 
executed their massacre in the Shatila refugee camp.
The possession of nuclear weapons and the very planning of their use is an 
offense against God and against humanity, against all that is holy in Judaism. This 
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is not a time to be silent; we must join the peacemakers. And we have a modest 
but most significant opportunity to send a stirring and vital message to our own 
government and to the Soviet Union through Proposition 12 on our November 
ballots—the call for a Bilateral Nuclear Weapons Freeze. This is a time not only to 
vote ourselves, but also to encourage others to do so. We cannot permit ourselves 
any longer to succumb to the crime of silence, for we are responsible for every-
thing against which we do not protest.
Our country is not at the center of the planet; nor is the Soviet Union. This is 
not the American Century nor the Russian Century. This is the human century, 
and the first order of human business, as my friend William Sloane Coffin has said, 
is to freeze nuclear weapons before we are all burned by them.
Yes, time to confess our own culpability at this judgment season. Let us confess 
that we, and the leaders of the Jewish community and all of their agencies, have 
neglected our moral tasks by failing to protest each step that led Israel deeper and 
deeper into the whirlpool of Lebanese hatreds.
Let us confess that by adhering to the view that American Jews should not 
oppose decisions of the Israeli government, we emboldened those who see enmity 
and endless militancy as the only future, and we failed to encourage those in 
Israel who saw more clearly that this was a moral tragedy, an insult to the noblest 
impulses of our Jewish heritage.
This is a time then for a clear declaration from us, a declaration of indepen-
dence. We will not abdicate our conscience to anyone. We will not abdicate our 
conscience to the decisions of our own government or to any Israeli government 
or to any Jewish organization. We will demand a full and open accounting. We will 
insist on the presentation of options, a debate of alternatives.
Let us resolve to begin our repentance by a renewed commitment to Israel and 
the Jewish people by urging Israel to renew the search for peace, accepting the 
American initiative as a start for serious negotiations that could both lead to a 
resolution of the issues of Israeli security and Palestinian homelessness, and help 
to bring the tragic cycle of death and destruction to an end. At this judgment sea-
son, this time of the affliction of our souls, for the love of our people we can do no 
less. “For Zion’s sake, we may no longer keep silent; for Jerusalem’s sake, we may 
not be still.”
“Everything on this earth follows the age-old rules” . . . must it be so? “The world is 
a dark pit and men stumble and falter; they aim for the good and commit the evil . . . 
they are full of errors and full of lies, and everything has its reason and its cause . . . 
Yet I pray for a miracle, many miracles, a rain, a storm of miracles that will sweep 
down over mankind. May at last the evil one’s hand, as he lifts it to beat another, be 
paralyzed. May at last the man who opens his mouth to speak an evil word . . . may 
he be stricken with silence . . . I am so tired of the age-old rules and laws.”
What does it all mean? What is it we want, my friends? What is it do you sup-
pose that every person yearns for: Jew, non-Jew, American, Russian, Chinese, 
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Lebanese, Israeli, Palestinian? Only this, I believe, something stated poignantly by 
Lillian Hellman:
“It no longer matters whose fault it is. It matters that this game be stopped . . . 
We want to declare that there are still men and women in the world who do not 
think it is dangerous or radical to declare themselves for the continuation of life . . . 
we place ourselves among those who wish to live, think, and breathe, to eat and 
play and raise their children, among the millions who want to be a little use, and 
have a little pleasure, and bear a little sorrow, and die a little death, close to some-
one who has loved them, in decency and in peace.”
(For some of the above thoughts on Israel, I am indebted to my Israeli friends 
Simha Flapan and David Shaham.)
C OMMENTARY BY C ONNIE BRUCK
I did not know Leonard until many years after he delivered this sermon, in 1982. 
Reading it, though, I see hallmarks of the Yom Kippur sermons I treasured, in 
the last decade of his life. He often began with self-deprecating humor, and an 
acknowledgement that he knew some congregants would much prefer not to 
hear what he was about to say. He would try hard to reach them, though, with his 
warmth, empathy, eloquence, and inspired allusions to literature and to Jewish 
teachings. He would often speak about Israelis who opposed their government’s 
policy toward the Palestinians—thus demonstrating that what was almost taboo in 
the organized Jewish world, here, was frequently expressed, there. As he recounted 
in this sermon, being the rabbi of a congregation “as fashionable and respectable as 
this one” was inherently challenging, for he was “the bearer of a religious tradition 
whose God pants after the disinherited, the lonely, the abandoned, the homeless.”
Despite that challenge, Leonard never tailored his message. In his sermons, 
he may have started off disarmingly, but he built his argument steadily, meticu-
lously, and inexorably, until he had earned the right to articulate what he fully 
believed. When he delivered this sermon, the massacre at Sabra and Shatila had 
taken place just ten days earlier. He had opposed the Lebanon War from the start, 
though he said he had prayed his fears would prove unfounded. Now, he exco-
riated Menachem Begin and Ariel Sharon for their actions; later investigations 
showed how right Leonard was. As he said of that war, “What kinds of Jews are 
these who kill and injure so many thousands and cause such massive destruction 
as a reasonable technique for carrying out policy?” But he found some solace in 
the fact that “thousands upon thousands of Israeli citizens (over 300,000 of them) 
and Jews throughout the world are expressing their shock and shame—a tribute 
to the true Jewish spirit, a clear demonstration that it still breathes.” Tragically for 
the Israel Leonard loved, he was far-sighted not only about the Lebanon War but 
about so much else that the government of Israel has undertaken.
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Visions of Peace in the Middle East
For the Cousins’ Club of Orange County,  
October 31, 1992
Rabbi Beerman’s speech, based on some fragmentary notes below, came at an event-
ful moment in the history of the Israeli-Arab conflict. Yitzhak Rabin had been elected 
prime minister four months earlier. He quickly signaled his willingness to reignite 
negotiations with the Arab states, especially after the Madrid peace conference of 
1991, convened by Spain, the United States and the USSR, did not yield any break-
throughs. Unbeknownst to the world, the Rabin government also initiated secret 
back-channel discussions with Palestinians in Norway in the summer of 1992. It was 
on the basis of those conversations that Rabin, Israeli foreign minister Shimon Peres, 
and Palestinian leader Yasser Arafat signed the Oslo Accords on the South Lawn of 
the White House on September 13, 1993.
Beerman did not know of the secret Norwegian negotiations in 1992. But he had 
a good sense of the key issues. He recalls in this speech the origins of his own deep 
connection to the land, when on his first visit in 1947 he was struck by the beauty of 
the land, the dynamism of the Zionist settlers, and the dangers of chauvinism. He 
then moved on in his remarks to a clear-headed analysis of some of the key problems 
at the center of the conflict. The Israeli settlement project in the West Bank, he noted, 
would be a serious obstacle. At the time of the speech, there were 100,000 Israeli set-
tlers; today, there are nearly a half million, whose presence renders difficult the idea 
of a territorially viable Palestinian state.
Mindful of the decades of enmity between Jews and Arabs, Beerman was sensi-
tive to the fact that the Palestinians had not yet received much tangible benefit from 
peace negotiations. The Camp David Accords promised them a limited form of local 
autonomy that was never realized. And despite his support for the Oslo peace process, 
Prime Minister Rabin never affirmed publicly the right of the Palestinians to a state 
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of their own. Beerman understood that concrete and meaningful gestures had to be 
made by the Israelis in order to make the Palestinians recognize the value of peace. 
This was not only a matter of strategic wisdom, but—in typical Beerman form—of 
moral necessity. As a whole, the speech below contains an interesting mix of autobio-
graphical insight, prophetic remonstration, and prescient realism.
The Negotiations—historic is an overused word, yet for the first time in the his-
tory of the conflict, we have negotiations between Palestinians, the Arab States, 
and the Israelis, with all sides agreeing on the principle of exchanging land for 
peace (i.e., they agree that Resolution 242 applies to the West Bank and the 
Golan Heights).
There is reason for some optimism. While Yitzhak Shamir intended, by his own 
admission, to stall the autonomy negotiations and thought it possible to drag them 
out for ten years, Rabin has stated his desire to conclude them in nine months. 
With the new Israeli government it is possible to believe that someday this conflict 
will end; someday there will be real peace.
Still there are reasons to be cautious. The issues that separate the Israeli govern-
ment from the Palestinian negotiators are fundamental. (E.g., 1. the Israeli govern-
ment is opposed to the emergence of a Palestinian state, while for the Palestinians 
this is the basis on which they are prepared to make lasting peace with Israel. 2. 
Israeli and Palestinian politics are unstable. It will take many years to resolve the 
conflict; the Israeli right wing will have opportunities to return to power. On the 
Palestinian side, the centrists who are committed to negotiations will be under 
constant pressure from more radical nationalists who oppose these negotiations 
and from the fundamentalists who oppose any negotiations.)
There are many obstacles ahead. Each side views these negotiations as laying 
precedents that will bear powerfully on the final status that will only begin dur-
ing the third year of the autonomy period. Thus even though these are negotia-
tions over “interim” arrangements, they are vested with great importance—e.g., 
although Jerusalem is not a substantive topic now, any election plan will have to 
deal with [the] question of whether or not Palestinians living in East Jerusalem 
will be able to vote and run for office.
The U.S. will continue to be a major factor. Not just a question of U.S. policy, but 
also a question of the priority that the next President will give to the negotiations. 
The next Administration will be focusing on domestic issues, and its foreign policy 
concerns may give minimum attention to the Middle East.
SETTLEMENTS—Rabin announced that he will complete approximately 
10,000 units of housing in the West Bank. These units [are] in various stages of 
construction. Some finished, others merely a hole in the ground. Will not go ahead 
with 7,000 planned by Shamir government. 10,000 units equals about 50,000 people 
over the 100,000 already there.
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Once upon a time, forty-five and a half years ago in the summer of 1947, bored 
by my studies at rabbinical school, and stimulated by a charismatic teacher, a 
world-renowned archaeologist with a passionate love for what was then called 
Palestine, I decided to spend a year of study at the Hebrew U in Jerusalem. For 
$250 I was able to make the fifteen-day voyage by ship from New York to Haifa, 
with a stop in Beirut, where the Jews onboard were forbidden to leave ship. It was 
a most glorious time to come, one that would profoundly shape my life and my 
thinking forever.
I was swept away by the beauty of the land and by the incredible dynamism of 
my Jewish brothers and sisters who had come there to build it and to be built by 
it. It was a most peaceful time and not a day was without its violence. British tanks 
patrolled the streets. Etzel and Lehi, Irgun and Stern Gang whose prominent lead-
ers were Begin and Shamir, were at work, bombs; into cafes frequented by British 
soldiers, or at army installations. The walls everywhere marked with graffiti—al 
Habritim hakovshim, zohi artzenu—British invaders, out of our country—a rifle 
cut through a map of Palestine that included both sides of the Jordan, with the 
inscription rak kach—only in this way, with the rifle, with force.
My teacher had provided me with an introduction to Judah Magnes, President 
of the Hebrew University. He and Martin Buber had proposed the idea of a bi-
national state of Jews and Arabs as the only reasonable and equitable solution to 
what was called “the problem of Palestine.” I easily came under their influence. 
That year, 1947, the University opened on October 31. Magnes gave the address 
to the assembled faculty and student body on Mt. Scopus, passionately warning 
of the danger of the rising tide of Jewish nationalism. I sat there as the students 
roared their disapproval in a loud chorus of boos.
Meanwhile, at what was then called Lake Success in New York, the UN was 
debating the future of Palestine. On Nov. 29 the UN arrived at its historic decision—
that the land should be partitioned into two separate states, one Jewish, one Arab. 
There was great joy—for everyone, except for those rejectionists in the Irgun and 
the Stern Gang, and the Arabs, who the very next day erupted in acts of violence, 
and began their war against the decision, against us.
All the rest is familiar history: The creation of Israel in May of 1948, the depar-
ture of the British, the invasion of Arab armies, the flight of the Arabs, and for Jews 
the great victory, the great valor. The goal of the Zionist movement, it had always 
seemed to me, was the liberation of the Jewish people. Young and old died to create 
a Jewish society, just and equitable, at peace with its neighbors, secure in its own 
nation, on part of the historic Jewish homeland. Partition of the territory between 
Jordan and the Mediterranean into two states was accepted by the overwhelming 
majority of the Zionist movement as a necessary condition for maintaining Israel’s 
particular Jewish vision. It was the principle of compromise through that parti-
tion that alone provided the basis for the broad international recognition of the 
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legitimacy of Israel’s 1948–1967 borders despite the implacable opposition of the 
Arab nations and the Palestinians.
The hope of generations of Jews was repeatedly threatened by the relentless-
ness of Arab hostility. But following the Six-Day War in 1967 it would come to 
be threatened by something else: The hidden contradictions within Israel itself—
the desire to reach a settlement, certainly, but also territorial ambitions. The will 
to compromise, but also the belief in a particular and decisive right to the land 
of Israel.
In the years since 1967, the moral credibility of the Jewish people would come 
to be tested in the occupied or administered territories, particularly in the last year 
(depending on which locution you prefer). “Was the wonder of our renewal as a 
people,” Abba Eban would come to ask, “the ability to take a language, a land and a 
people separated for centuries, and to have brought them back together again in a 
new birth of independent life in the land of our ancestors, was that rebirth meant 
so that we might produce another nation state, like all of the others, living by the 
gun? Was it to create a homeland out of the energy of so much will and courage 
and sacrifice and imagination, so that Jews could have a land where children were 
beaten as a matter of routine? Where an enemy, however dangerous, could be bur-
ied alive? Where books were censored, dissidents imprisoned or sent into exile.” 
Could a Jew, I wondered, a Jew, be at home in such a land?
The goal of the Zionist moment, which created Israel, was the normalization of 
the Jewish people. The bitter fruits of normalization in Israel made it possible for 
us to produce our farmers and scientists, our artists and writers, and always our 
courageous soldiers, and now our own share of sadists.
How could Jews permit their souls to be annexed by the territories they 
occupied?
When the Kahan Commission, which investigated the Sabra and Shatila massa-
cres, charged General Arik Sharon with “indirect responsibility” for the murders, it 
quoted a passage from the Talmud, saying: “A basis for ‘indirect responsibility’ may 
be found in the outlook of our ancestors . . . ‘It is said in Deuteronomy (21:6f) that 
the elders of the city, who were near a slain victim who had been found (when it 
was not known who had struck him down), would wash their hands over the (vic-
tim) and state: ‘Our hands did not shed this blood and our eyes did not see . . . ’ ”
Ours, as American Jews, we who loved Israel, we who fought for it, supported 
it, believed in it, ours, I believed, was surely the responsibility, at least the indirect 
responsibility—all of us, those who approved, those who were silent, those who 
joined the Israelis who criticized the policies of their government. The common 
wisdom had always declared that we who live outside of Israel owe deference to 
the Israelis because they and their children have fought the wars of Israel, and bear 
the risks of living in Israel, while we have merely provided money and political 
support. That it is our duty to accommodate to Israel’s prevailing government and 
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persuade our government to do the same. Those who are still charitably called 
American Jewish leaders have dutifully been willing to do that, regardless of their 
private feelings.
Now all of this is taking place against the backdrop of the opening of the peace 
talks. The prospects for peace are surely threatened by the settlements, since a 
peace inevitably will mean some sort of territorial compromise.
There is a real possibility to move forward toward peace, as never before in the 
past forty-four years. But whether the Israelis will turn the wish for peace into a 
decision to compromise on land is yet to be seen.
An October 1992 article in The Economist recounts that in 1937 Jabotinsky vis-
ited Britain’s House of Lords to press the case for a Jewish state. He said he under-
stood the desire of the Arabs to set up their state in Palestine, but that it had to be 
balanced against the disaster awaiting the Jews of Europe. The Arabs already had 
several states: When the Arab’s claim for another one in Palestine was confronted 
with the Jewish claim to be saved, it was like “the claims of appetite vs. the claims 
of starvation.”
Within a few years, Hitler had proved him tragically right. But that was one-
half century ago. Today we Jews have our sanctuary. The whole world is ready 
to accept Israel’s permanence and legitimacy within legally defined borders. For 
Israel to demand the West Bank as well, on top of the territories gained in 1948, has 
become a claim of appetite. It is the claim of the Palestinians that is now the claim 
of starvation. Unless it is met, there will be no peace.
Over the past several months, there had been a marked decline in the incidence 
of popular violence, and there was a return to a more upbeat mood. Palestinians 
were holding large wedding celebrations, going out to rest. Israel had announced 
a cutback in the number of troops allotted to the territories, and as a gesture, had 
released some 800 prisoners, relatively low grade intifada offenders being held in 
detention camps.
Even today some 12,000 political prisoners are serving sentences—7,000 in 
IDF detention camps, 5,000 in security wings of [the] Israeli prison system. On 
September 27, these latter went on a hunger strike for better conditions.
Palestinians have little to show from the negotiating process. Their leaders 
have requested that Israel ease the tax burden, and travel restrictions, or release all 
prisoners—[the] Rabin government has not responded. Nor would Rabin agree 
that Israel reveal its plan for final settlement regarding the territories.
There are some positive signs. Latest Israeli proposal states that Administrative 
Council will be responsible to Palestinians. There is, for the first time, no reference 
to Judea and Samaria. Palestinians, of course, have asked that Israel state that 242 
will apply to final settlement, that nothing will be done in the interim agreements 
to prejudice [an] ultimate solution.
Palestinians need to be promised something real after autonomy. U.S. is important!
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C OMMENTARY BY SAL AM AL-MAR AYATI
In reading Leonard’s analysis of the Palestinian-Israeli peace process, I saw one 
who was on a spiritual quest to transcend religious nationalism. He critiqued his 
own:  “How could Jews permit their souls to be annexed by the territories they 
occupied?” He believed that religion has no value if it is imprisoned by power and 
is violating the rights of others. That’s what I admired about Leonard the most—he 
was not a religious leader who clung to his own community at all costs (whether 
you are a rabbi or an imam or a priest); he added to the richness and to the com-
plexity and to his sophistication, because he was both religious and spiritual—a 
rare combination in any individual. He moved beyond the dogma to uphold what 
is ethical. He exemplified what we find in our scripture: “O you who believe, stand 
up for equity and be witnesses to God even if you have to testify against yourself, 
your family, or your community . . . ” (Quran 4:135). It made him question himself, 
his congregation, and all of us on how to find truth and adhere to justice in our 
interactions and struggles. That’s what made him stand out as a great Jewish leader, 
one who could be consistent with his stands on social justice, whether addressing 
Los Angeles or the Middle East. He helped me find my spirituality as a religious 
leader. He helped me see him as a brother in faith.
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A Sermon for Yom Kippur Morning
October 1, 2006 
(On the 24th anniversary of the 1982 war)
As he took the pulpit on the morning of Yom Kippur in 2006, Rabbi Beerman felt an 
ominous sense of familiarity. Twenty-four years earlier, he had given a sermon about 
the grave dangers lurking in Israel’s first Lebanon War. His fears were not unfounded. 
That conflict lasted, in one form or another, for eighteen long and difficult years, 
during which time Lebanon devolved into civil war and the reputation of the Israeli 
army and state suffered.
In what would become a recurrent and haunting phrase that Beerman would utter 
from the Leo Baeck pulpit, he said, “Here we are again,” referring not only to Yom 
Kippur, but also to another Israeli military engagement in Lebanon. A little more than 
two months earlier, on July 12, Israel responded to a rocket attack and the abduction 
of two of its soldiers by the Lebanese militia group Hezbollah with punishing aerial 
attacks and a ground incursion into southern Lebanon. Israel’s aims were twofold: to 
attempt to degrade the offensive capacity of Hezbollah, which would send thousands 
of rockets during July and August into northern Israel ( generating deep fear and even 
panic among its citizens); and to attack the civilian infrastructure of Lebanon, includ-
ing Beirut, in order to pressure the government to bring Hezbollah to heel.
In seeking to fulfill these aims, the second Lebanon engagement became, accord-
ing to Beerman, “but a new chapter for Barbara Tuchman’s March of Folly,” the 1984 
book that explored the constant impulse of governments, from antiquity to the pres-
ent, to act against their interests in undertaking military actions. Even more damag-
ing than the conflict on the battlefield was the internal struggle—within Israel, the 
Diaspora community, and the Jewish soul. Beerman feared, as he had earlier, that the 
Jews, in Israel and beyond, had lost their moral compass. In his own immediate envi-
rons, he sharply criticized the Jewish communal organizations that condemned the 
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decision of the Los Angeles County Human Rights Commission to bestow an award in 
September 1982 on his close friend the Muslim leader Dr. Maher Hathout. The groups 
believed that Dr. Hathout was too extreme in his criticism of Israel— including his 
assertion that the country was an apartheid state—a claim that Beerman sought to 
parry by referring to similar comments by Israeli public officials themselves.
These are the words of Nobel Laureate Pablo Neruda:
Now we will count to twelve
and we will all keep still.
For once on the face of the earth
let’s not speak in any language,
let’s stop for one second
and not move our arms so much.
It would be an exotic moment
without rush, without engines,
we would all be together
in a sudden strangeness.
. . . If we were not so single-minded
about keeping our lives moving,
and for once could do nothing,
perhaps a huge silence / might interrupt this sadness
of never understanding ourselves.
Perhaps the earth can teach us /
as when everything seems dead
and then proves to be alive.
Now I’ll count up to twelve
and you keep quiet and I will go.
One—two—three—Maybe that’s all this sermon requires, that and a deep breath. 
Maybe. But—you know how it is with rabbis, and especially on Yom Kippur.
When this day is over. When the gates of Yom Kippur are closed for another 
year. When the prayers and the music and the words spoken have fallen silent, we 
will all be, once again, alone, alone to face ourselves, to return again to what our 
lives are, and perhaps, to wonder what they mean. When I try to think of what my 
life is and was, when I wonder what it meant, the sad days passing, the dog sick and 
still waiting to be fed, the closeness of my wife sleeping, presences of our grown 
children and grandchildren, blessing them one by one on the Shabbat, listening 
as they sing with the guitar, or the youngest of them screaming as they chase one 
another through the house, “the sun, the smell of the air just now, each physical 
moment passing, passing,” as the poet Robert Creeley once said, “it’s what it always 
is or ever was, just then, just there.”
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Have you felt that? Or is it just old people like me? Each physical moment pass-
ing, passing, just then, just there.
Here we are again, you and I, come to greet another year, another Yom Kippur, 
nestled here in Bel-Air, just below the Getty, privileged by our geography and 
by the distinction of our membership. Fences, security guards, several security 
guards, just for us, we could well live out our lives as a guarded gated community 
of Jews, absorbed in our own spiritual needs and dedicated solely to the advance-
ment of Jewish learning and religious observance for ourselves and our children 
and acknowledging our responsibility for the security and well-being of our fellow 
Jews in Israel, everywhere. Is that what it’s all about? Is that what it means to be a 
Jew, to be a Jew in the twenty-first century? To be absorbed primarily in our needs 
as Jews? No (it hardly needs be said), that’s surely not enough for the Leo Baeck 
Temple whose spiritual leader is Ken Chasen, and Sandy Ragins before him. Just 
take a look at this month’s Temple Bulletin to see again that the Jewish hearts in 
this synagogue clearly have a place of significant value for something beyond our 
Jewish selves.
It’s a hard thing talking to you this year. Such a tumult is the world, brimming 
with anger and adversaries and terror and hatred and fear, great fear everywhere. 
Why, unlike you and me, does everybody else and everything in this world have 
to be so complicated? It is confusing. To live in this world, in this irrational time, 
when the values that we Jews have always affirmed are daily being coarsened, 
mutilated even, by our own country, even by Jews, is to be confused and angry 
and frightened. Confusion, anger, and fear seem to me to be thoroughly rational 
responses to an irrational situation.
Exactly twenty-four years ago, 1982—that was the year that Israel invaded 
Lebanon—I gave a sermon for Rosh Hashanah evening in the course of which 
I said that I would be speaking about the war in Lebanon on Yom Kippur. As I 
stood at the door to greet our members as they left, a good friend of mine, the 
late Norman Tyre, approached me. Norman frequently had had serious problems 
with some of the views expressed in my sermons (would you believe that?) [and] 
never failed to communicate his distress with me, but that in no way impinged on 
our affection for one another. This time he said: “I’m so glad to hear that you will 
be talking about the war in Lebanon on Yom Kippur, because I’m gong to be in 
India.” (I have a feeling that some of you might wish to be somewhere else by the 
time this sermon is done.)
Now in those days I used to keep in my desk drawer a statement by Robert 
Alter, distinguished professor at Berkeley, which I would take out whenever I felt 
like being critical of Israel. “Morality on the subject of Israel comes cheap to an 
American Jew, because he is not directly confronted with the responsibilities of 
power, the naked needs of survival.”
Back then—this will hardly surprise you—I was one of that minority of Jews 
here who believed, from the very first day, that the war in Lebanon, the war of 
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Menachem Begin and General Ariel Sharon, was doomed to be a moral and politi-
cal failure. About rabbis like me there was a letter written to the American Jewish 
periodical SH’MA. “God bless our Jewish intellectual liberals (the rabbis among 
them). God bless them with their Jewish consciences and their Jewish sympathy 
for the hurt and suffering of all people. God bless them—and keep them far from 
positions of responsibility. We need their prophetic reminders of who we are and 
how we should act, but we would have disappeared from the face of the earth if we 
had let them make the practical decisions of daily existence.”
The purpose of that war, Prime Minister Begin solemnly declared, was “to secure 
peace in the Galilee and when we reach the forty kilometer limit, the fighting will 
cease.” It soon became clear as the Israeli army marched closer to Beirut, that this 
was a lie. It was well known that Israel had been looking for a pretext for a full-scale 
war in Lebanon in order to create a new order in Lebanon and to liquidate once and 
for all the PLO, thus securing Israel’s northern border and bringing to submission 
the Palestinian population of the West Bank and Gaza, having deprived them of 
their leadership. “To crush, to eradicate, to liquidate, to fumigate, to wipe out”—
this was the lexicon of Menachem Begin, and as he said in a letter to President 
Reagan, “we are marching to Berlin to liquidate Hitler.” The war did succeed in 
driving Hitler (Arafat) and the PLO from Lebanon, but it was not the PLO that was 
destroyed; it was the moral stature of the state of Israel. The massive use of military 
force, the massacres at the refugee camps at Sabra and Shatila as the Israeli troops 
stood idly by, not only brought untold suffering to the civilian population; it also 
supplied credibility to the hostile propaganda that presented Israel as an aggres-
sive state bent on expansion and annexation while trampling on the rights of the 
Palestinian people. But the war was fought, and the dead died. And the defeated 
Palestinians strengthened their national will by creating a new martyrology, and 
300,000 Israelis would rally in protest in the streets of Tel Aviv, expressing their 
shock and shame. Abba Eban, once Israel’s Ambassador to the United States would 
say, “This war has been a dark age in the moral history of the Jewish people.” The 
government of Menachem Begin would fall; Begin would disappear from public 
life. Ariel Sharon was disciplined and prohibited from ever becoming Defense 
Minister again. (Obviously that didn’t apply to becoming Prime Minister.) Eleven 
years later in this month of September 1993, the defeated Arafat would be standing 
on the White House lawn with Prime Minster Yitzhak Rabin and President Clinton.
And, as you remember, out of that 1982 war in Lebanon there arose a small 
extremist organization called The Party of God, Hizbollah, dedicated to the 
destruction of Israel.
What does our prayer book say? “The Torah has taught us to put our trust not 
in force and violence, not in aggression and domination, but in justice and truth, 
in kindness and compassion.” How naïve. How naïve.
This new ugly thirty-four-day war in Lebanon has now been fought. Hizbollah 
crossed the Israeli border, captured (or, if you prefer the locution, kidnapped) two 
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Israeli soldiers, killed three others. Israel responded not many days later with a 
massive attack against the whole of Lebanon. The chief of staff of Israel’s army, Dan 
Halutz, declared that “for every rocket fired by Hizbollah a ten story building will 
be destroyed. We’ll set the country back fifty years. Everything is a target.” Most 
Israelis gave their full support for this war. There were some protesters. Even those 
who had previously been identified with the peace movement in Israel, intellectual 
leaders among them, fully supported the war, at least in its initial stage.
Hizbollah, according to Israel and confirmed by Human Rights Watch and 
Amnesty International, committed war crimes in deliberately targeting civilians 
with its rockets. But these ruthless acts, which brought death and suffering to 
Israelis in the north, did not go unmatched by the Israeli army. Although there were 
indeed occasions when Hizbollah was embedded among civilians, Human Rights 
Watch and Amnesty insisted that Israel committed war crimes in being indifferent 
to the lives of civilians in towns and villages where there were no Hizbollah fight-
ers nearby, and in dropping hundreds of thousands of cluster bombs in the closing 
days of the war, many of which lie still unexploded.
This war, as brutal as it was, trumpeted and believed in by so many Israelis 
and American Jews as being full of high cause, as an existential threat to Israel, 
was, in my view, but a new chapter for Barbara Tuchman’s March of Folly, one that 
could comfortably and logically follow our country’s folly, its ill-fated war in Iraq, 
not so strange since Israel and the United States are linked to each other’s some-
times poorly considered militant purposes. Or the war could be seen simply as 
another bloody chapter in the many tragedies in the Middle East, many of which 
might have been avoided with creative diplomacy and political vision instead of 
the insistent assertion of military power. Jacques Derrida, one of the outstanding 
philosophers of our era, wrote of the “autoimmunity crisis” he found rampant in 
the United States and other countries of the West after 9/11, whereby the defensive 
system devised to keep out infection (the enemy that is) actually invites it and 
works against itself.
But the real struggle for Israel’s survival, as Zeev Maoz has pointed out, is not 
the one against Israel’s many enemies such as those heard spewing forth in the 
ranting of Hamas, Hassan Nasrallah of Lebanon, and Mahmoud Ahmadinejad of 
Iran. The real struggle is one taking place within Israel and within us as American 
Jews. It is a struggle for the heart and soul, one that has been taking place in Israel 
from its very beginning, and certainly since 1967, when it conquered all of the ter-
ritory between the Jordan and the sea. So it has become a struggle about the future 
of Israel as a moral state. But it is also a struggle about our purpose as American 
Jews, whether we are just to be Jews, to be supporters of Israel, and our fellow Jews, 
since all Jews are responsible for one another, to be Jews and to continue to be what 
we have been, a monument to endurance; or whether we are in any way, more 
importantly, to be Jews, and to become bearers of a great moral aspiration. Yes, to 
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be responsible for our fellow Jews and especially Israel, reveling in its remarkable 
accomplishments, to be responsible, but not always in the way these members of 
our Jewish family choose to define themselves, not in ways that bring destruction 
to others or to themselves.
I shall never forget the words I heard spoken almost thirty years ago by the 
great Jewish leader Nahum Goldmann, when he said at a meeting I attended in 
Tel Aviv: “This is a critical hour in the history of Israel and the Jewish people. The 
great problem for Israel is the problem of being powerful. For two thousand years 
we were powerless as a people, and without power we learned how to be the best 
visionaries, the best dreamers, the best idealists. Now the powerless have become 
powerful. We have an army and flags and a state and victories.” (He could have 
gone on to say, and an air force and nuclear weapons and sophisticated technology, 
the envy of many nations in the world.) “And in America, Jews are well organized 
and wealthy and highly placed in all of the realms of political, cultural and eco-
nomic life. But we have not yet learned how to use our power in the service of our 
visions. To place our reliance on power is our greatest weakness. The survival of 
the Jewish people is more in danger today than ever before.”
I think we must be on guard against those in the Jewish community whose 
definition of policy is the assertion of military power. That leads to a shrill mili-
tancy in reckoning with anyone with whom we differ, viewing them as enemies 
of the good, enemies of Israel, anti-Semites. We had a pathetic example of that 
here in Los Angeles recently, when a group of our respected Jewish organizations, 
led by the American Jewish Committee and the JFC [Jewish Federation Council 
of Los Angeles], engaged in a public campaign of vilification and humiliation of 
one of the most respected leaders of the Muslim community, Dr. Maher Hathout, 
my friend of almost twenty years, who had been named to receive an honor from 
the Los Angeles County Human Relations Commission. Why? Because he had 
been critical of Israel, because he had said some outrageous things about Israel 
and therefore, they insisted, he had been masquerading as a moderate. He had 
dared to call Israel an apartheid state. Dr. Hathout should have simply read aloud 
the words of Michael Ben-Yair, Israel’s Attorney General from 1993 [to] 1996, who 
wrote: “After the 1967 war we enthusiastically chose to become a colonial soci-
ety, ignoring international treaties, expropriating lands, transferring settlers from 
Israel to the Occupied Territories . . . Passionately desiring to keep these territories, 
we developed two judicial systems: one—progressive, liberal—in Israel; and the 
other—cruel, injurious—in the Occupied Territories. In effect, we established an 
apartheid regime in those territories.”
This being a day for acknowledging our sins it is a day to be reminded that there 
is one sin (as my friend the late William Sloane Coffin once said) that locks people 
up in all other sins, and fastens them more tightly than ever in their predicaments. 
It’s the sin of self-righteousness. Self-righteousness is trouble enough in a single 
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human being, but when it afflicts a nation, it spells enormous danger. Hope for a 
different kind of world is not to be found in an America or an Israel that will stand 
tall. No, it is to be found in the capacity to yield a little of our self-righteousness, 
repenting, just a little, for the cruelties brought to the innocent. Bill Coffin said 
it so well: “If only we wouldn’t go on using the conspicuous wrong-doing of our 
adversaries as a means of nourishing our own self-righteousness, instead of per-
mitting the wrongs to deepen our awareness that we are all in need of some repen-
tance, some humility.”
We need some humility, but we also need a far greater, wider, brighter vision of 
what it can mean to be a Jew. Israel’s first Chief Rabbi, Abraham Isaac Kook, once 
said that there are many rungs in the ladder of perfection which must be climbed 
before the height of a truly universal human being is reached. “There are those 
who sing the song of life and in themselves find everything. There are others who 
sing the songs of their people. They leave the circle of private existence for they do 
not find it broad enough . . . they attach themselves with tender love to the whole 
of Israel, sing her songs, grieve her afflictions and probe the content of her inner 
essence. Then there are those whose spirit extends beyond the boundary of Israel 
to sing the song of humanity and this is the life source from which they draw their 
thoughts and their yearnings and visions. But there are those who rise even higher, 
uniting themselves with the whole of existence, with all creatures, all worlds. It is 
of such that the tradition has said that whosoever sings a portion of this universal 
song each day is assured a life in the world to come.”
This is Yom Kippur, and the spirit of Yom Kippur has no boundaries. It sees 
repentance as the most creative force in the universe. It comes to tell us that life 
can be a time that we throw off our helplessness and that we can be the bearers of 
love and forgiveness, of compassion and hope.
Listen, my friends. One—two—three—each physical moment passing, passing, 
just then, just there. We can’t make time stand still. The mind will be paralyzed 
that tries to make time stand still. But what will sustain us is to uphold an image of 
hope and beauty. The sun is here. Life and the earth in all their complexity are here. 
And before us the great mystery before which we all stand equally. I see the people 
standing in Tyre, Sidon, and Beirut; I see them in Kiryat Shemona and Jerusalem; 
I see them in Ramallah, and in Kalkilya, in Isfahan and Teheran, in Baghdad; I see 
them in Watts and here in Bel-Air, all standing equally before the great mystery, in 
awe and in ignorance. In this ultimate humility the human spirit can find a home, 
a place of safety.
Al tira, do not be afraid. Al tira, the commandment that appears more fre-
quently in our Bible than any other. Al tira, do not be afraid.
One—two—three—each physical moment—just then—just there.
AMEN
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C OMMENTARY BY R ABBI  BR ANT ROSEN
In this sermon and subsequent exchange, we can clearly see Rabbi Beerman’s 
unique ability to combine an unwavering insistence on justice with a deep and 
abiding empathy.
In 2006, this rabbi stood before his congregation on Yom Kippur and agreed 
with a human rights organization’s claim that Israel had committed war crimes. 
Even as I write these words ten years later, it is fair to say that most rabbis would 
never be able to say such things and keep their jobs—even if they believed such 
things to be true. Those who knew Rabbi Beerman know well that he was able to 
say such things because of the trust he had for the members of his congregation.
There can be no better evidence of this trust than the final paragraphs of his ser-
mon. This was not, in the end, a sermon about Israel’s actions in Lebanon. It was, 
in Rabbi Beerman’s own words, a sermon about humility, love, forgiveness, com-
passion, and hope. Thus even a congregant who violently disagreed with Rabbi 
Beerman’s views was still able to respond to his words with “unconditional love.”
According to a famous midrash, when God created the world, God said, “If I 
create the world with the attribute of compassion alone, its sins will be too many; 
if with justice alone, how could the world be expected to endure? So I will create it 
with both justice and mercy, and it may endure!”
Rabbi Leonard Beerman was that unique moral leader who was able to com-
bine justice and compassion. And this is why his rabbinate endured.
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Exchange of Letters with Bruce Ramer
October 2006–January 2007
The exchange of letters between Leonard Beerman and Bruce Ramer was an annual 
ritual. Ramer is a prominent Beverly Hills lawyer with deep involvement in the 
Jewish and non-Jewish communities. He was also a member of Leo Baeck Temple 
who admired Leonard Beerman greatly and considered him a good friend. That said, 
the two held to very different political views, especially on Israel. Typically, Ramer 
would attend the rabbi’s Yom Kippur sermon and then write a letter filled with criti-
cism, but also containing an affirmation of his love and admiration. Beerman would 
respond in kind.
Below is an exchange that took place after Beerman’s 2006 Yom Kippur sermon. 
It begins with Beerman’s response to Ramer, which contains an elaboration of the 
rabbi’s support for his friend, Dr. Hathout. Ramer followed suit some three months 
later with a point-by-point response. The exchange exemplified the kind of serious, 
candid, and civil debate that Beerman valued.
October 11, 2006
Dear Bruce,
That is indeed true friendship. You have given me the better deal. I get your love, 
respect, and adoration to the end of your time, and you get all of the same from me 
(at 85) to the end of my time. Whatever—we will both be able to indulge in some 
mischief along the way.
Maybe it’s the white Yom Kippur robe, or that I’m standing elevated above the 
congregation, but I am more of a creature of doubt than you may imagine, well 
aware, along with you, that everything human is complex and especially every-
thing Jewish. That nothing Jewish can ever be simple is a principle inserted into 
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the process of creation at that suspended moment between the end of the sixth 
day when God completed the work, and the beginning of the seventh when God 
rested. Your letter said this in a different and certainly more concise way, but start 
with the premise that all things human are flawed—you and I, Hathout, AJC, 
Human Rights Watch, Israel, America, Steve Emerson and Lawrence Rose, even 
the Wall Street Journal, which I was reading every morning when I began this let-
ter, and you have at least the beginning of some humility. I think we both could use 
a little more of that, and so too, the causes we represent.
You are troubled with my views and my friends. Where to begin? I had read 
the Lawrence Rose correspondence some time ago, and actually was expecting to 
attend a meeting with him and some Human Rights Watch people; but the meet-
ing was cancelled. I thought he made some interesting points, but fuelled as they 
were with so much zeal to undo the findings, I didn’t find them persuasive. One 
must begin these discussions with the understanding that no one engaged in them 
will live long enough to know the truth about this war in Lebanon. After all, we are 
just learning new truths about Washington, Jefferson, and Lincoln—and the Bible, 
and the Mona Lisa, and Pluto, not to mention the weapons of mass destruction in 
Iraq. The horrors perpetrated by Israel are indeed pale and puny compared to the 
outrages of other nations, but they are nonetheless real. Yet I had been impressed 
that HRW [Human Rights Watch] had had the courage to issue its report on the 
war crimes of Israel and Hizbollah. I dread the revelations still to come. These little 
wars are great for testing out new weapons.
As for Steve Emerson, I have always been skeptical of his reliability. I remem-
ber his utter certainty on CNN that Muslim terrorists were responsible for the 
Oklahoma City bombing. But if you, the AJC, and the New Republic can forgive 
Emerson, why not my friend Maher Hathout? Maher was also a friend of my col-
league Rabbi Alfred Wolf, and was one of two non-Jews (Msgr. Royale Vatakin, 
the other) invited by Alfred’s family to speak at his Wilshire Boulevard Temple 
funeral. Is it only the AJC, the JFC, the ZOA, and the JDL that have not been 
duped by him?1 Hathout is not a Jew, and he is not a Zionist, so his views can never 
be fully at one with ours, and have on occasion been offensive, but this much is a 
certainty: Every single outrageous word he has ever spoken about Israel has been 
uttered by Israelis themselves.
This is the place I reached on October 21. I no longer remember what rose up to 
block me from going further. I do know that we traveled to New York, saw the new 
Tom Stoppard play, The Coast of Utopia, the first of a nine-hour trilogy, based on 
the life and thought of some of the great Russian intellectuals of the mid-nineteenth 
century. Stoppard was stimulated to take up this subject by reading Isaiah Berlin’s 
Russian Thinkers, which has long been one of my favorites.
There is a quotation that appears in the introduction to the book; it’s from an 
author Berlin did not identify. In some way I would like to think it applies to you 
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and me, maybe to you and me at our very best: “To realize the relative validity of 
one’s convictions and yet stand for them unflinchingly, is what distinguishes a civi-
lized man from a barbarian.”
I’ll leave you here, hoping that we will continue this discussion ad meah v’esrim 





It may be the difference between being a Rabbi and being a lawyer.
Either way, I truly enjoyed and, more importantly, respect your response of 
October 11, whenever completed.
Let me respond, however, very briefly:
 1.  Quite accurately, the love, respect, and adoration is, as you say, mutual and 
forever (in the context of human life).
 2.  Life, Jewish and otherwise, is complex and perhaps too often perplexing.
 3.  Lawrence Rose made more than some interesting points.2
   His first letter did it well enough. But the abject failure of the Executive 
Director of Human Rights Watch, who wrote a long, empty, and non-
responsive letter, prompted Mr. Rose’s second letter. Between them, he 
seriously devastated the processes, procedure, and credibility of HRW, 
at least in this report (and by implication, since they defended their 
procedures, others). HRW does some good work, but this was not it. 
Lawrence did not set out with “zeal to undo the findings.” Indeed, he has 
been a long and active supporter of HRW and was deeply distressed by 
what he read in their report on Israel-Hezbollah. Any court or unbiased 
reader would have agreed with him.
 4.  I have a great deal of respect for Steve Emerson, his longstanding  concerns, 
his objectivity, and his methodology. He was not alone, indeed nearly 
the entire country believed that Muslim terrorists were responsible for 
the Oklahoma City bombing. The next day, when he and most others 
 discovered otherwise, he said so.
   In this instance, while I could not find it to send to you, he had undercover 
tapes of Mr. Hathout, so his credibility is certainly not an issue in this instance. 
I also question your contention that “every single outrageous word he has 
ever spoken about Israel has been uttered by Israelis themselves,” although 
I suppose one can find anybody anyplace to say anything about anyone. He 
certainly, at least in the view of many of us, did not deserve recognition of a 
Human Rights Award, whether from LA County or  anyone else.
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 5.  I unconditionally love the final three paragraphs of your letter—. You never 
cease to amaze me with the depth of your knowledge and your thinking.
With love,
Bruce
C OMMENTARY BY BRUCE R AMER
Leonard Beerman was unique. Yes, an icon but a unique one. Rarely does one find 
a person with total intellectual integrity, an advocate par excellence, with opinions 
and positions, some easy, most difficult, held and voiced by him with passion and 
conviction. My disputes with him (actually honest debates)—the rabbi and the 
lawyer—were serious but enjoyable, fiercely held by each of us and similarly advo-
cated, and embraced by each of us to the end.
Debates with Leonard were always substantive, authentic, respectful, and civil. 
Leonard had a rare gift. Taking a page from his lifelong love of tennis, you had to 
be on your best game with him. Our debates were not discussions. They were spir-
ited challenges, each to the other. Leonard was living proof that the most impor-
tant words in a democracy are, I disagree.
But always with great love, admiration, and respect for the other—at least mine 
for Leonard. He was a rare and beloved community treasure. I shall forever miss 
our exchanges, whether written or over lunch. As we get to say once in a while, 
they don’t make them like that anymore.
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A Sermon for Yom Kippur Morning
October 4, 2014
“And here we are again, you and I. Another Yom Kippur.” With these words, Leonard 
Beerman launched into his last sermon at Leo Baeck Temple, his last cri de coeur 
after sixty-six years of teaching, admonishing, and inspiring his congregation. 
Leonard Beerman knew that the end was approaching, but he would not surrender 
the opportunity to use this final Yom Kippur as a call to conscience. As usual, there 
was plenty on his mind, and it had to do with Israel.
The focus of his attention was no longer Lebanon, but rather the Gaza Strip. 
Following the disengagement of Israeli settlers from Gaza in 2005, tensions escalated 
between Israel and the ruling party there, the militant Islamist group Hamas. The 
first major round of fighting between the two came in 2006 after the kidnapping of 
Israeli soldier Gilad Shalit, to which Israel responded with air and ground assaults. 
In subsequent years, Hamas sought to demonstrate its capacity to unnerve Israel by 
sending locally produced Qassam rockets into southern Israel. Israel responded in late 
2008–early 2009 with a major air and ground offensive (Operation Cast Lead) that 
wrought vast destruction and considerable loss of life. The cycle of Hamas rockets and 
a large-scale Israeli response was repeated in 2012 (Operation Pillar of Defense) and 
then again in 2014 (Operation Protective Edge).
These rounds of violence, in which Israel’s huge military advantage led to dis-
proportionate and massive damage on the Palestinian side, weighed heavily on 
Beerman. As a committed pacifist, he had spent a lifetime warning against the 
excesses of military power—and against the replacement of the Jews’ moral compass 
with a willingness to engage in violence. In 2014, at the end of his life, he was heart-
broken at the death of so many children in Gaza, to the point that he considered 
calling the Israeli attack on them slaughter. To the last, Beerman was prepared to 
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defy convention and provoke to the point of anger in order to restore the ethical 
imperative of the Jews.
Although he understood that the overwhelming majority of the Israeli public 
and organized American Jewish community stood in solidarity with the war effort, 
Beerman was not alone. He belonged to a group of LA-based rabbis, scholars, and 
activists who had been meeting periodically since the later stages of the second 
Palestinian Intifada (2005) under the banner “One Community, Many Voices.” The 
group gathered anew after the destructive summer of 2014, forging a statement of 
principles that Beerman quoted in this sermon. Whenever that group convened, 
Beerman was the unquestioned moral authority. And so too he was for his congre-
gants at Leo Baeck. Summoning all his psychic energy and literary prowess one last 
time, he mixed references to poets and writers with a weary refrain: “Another Yom 
Kippur. Another war in Gaza.” When he came to the end of his sermon, admirers 
and critics alike rose in appreciation, recognizing that this might well be their last 
encounter with their leader, whose powers of empathy and desire to do good in the 
world had shaped their community.
In 1947, two years before I became a rabbi, the poet Auden wrote a long poem 
entitled “The Age of Anxiety.” There was a refrain in it which haunted me when I 
first read it, and has haunted me ever since. “It is getting late. Is there no one to ask 
for us? Are we simply not wanted at all?”1
Everyone wants to be wanted and needed. Everyone wants to matter. As I con-
templated giving this sermon, some part of me, still a child, wanted the words I 
would speak, gently to be heard, kindly to be judged by you.
When the blast of the war in Gaza rang in my ears this past July, I became 
totally absorbed, enmeshed, obsessed with feelings of sorrow and pity, with disap-
pointment and despair, and anger, and even with shame. I knew that this mixture 
of feelings might not be the proper stuff out of which to fashion a sermon for 
today, and surely, if this were to be the last Yom Kippur morning sermon I would 
ever give, I would not want it to be that. But nonetheless, here it is.
And, here we are again, you and I. Another Yom Kippur. Another time to reflect 
on our lives and consider again who it is that we are and what we have become. 
Another Yom Kippur, another time to think seriously about whether there is any-
thing in the way we are living that needs to be mended.
Another Yom Kippur. Another war in Gaza. The outrages perpetrated by 
Hamas, the thousands of rockets deployed, thousands of Israelis rushing for shel-
ters, living in fear, the many Hamas tunnels burrowing their way into the borders 
of Israel.
Another Yom Kippur. Another 500 children of Gaza killed by the Israel Defense 
Forces, with callous disregard for their lives. I had thought about using the word 
“slaughtered” for what I was really feeling, and I lingered over it, wondering whether 
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it was too provocative. And then I remembered Ari Shavit, Israeli journalist, and 
his much celebrated book, My Jerusalem, the Triumph and Tragedy of Israel.2 Three 
of us, Chasen, Ragins, and Beerman, reviewed it here at the Temple. The most 
closely examined chapter in that book was entitled “Lydda.” It told the story of the 
all-Arab city of Lydda located near the center of Palestine, a short distance from 
the international airport. As Israeli military forces began to take over the city in 
the summer of 1948, 200 Arab citizens took refuge in a small mosque. The military 
forces killed every one of them. A massacre, Shavit described it. Which set me to 
thinking: if the killing of 200 Arabs in July of 1948 was a massacre, what about 500 
children in 50 days of the summer of 2014. Is that not also a massacre? Massacre, 
slaughter, callous disregard for life—does it really make any difference?
My friend George Regas once said that the first priority of any civilization is 
the care of its children—to prevent needless suffering among the most vulnerable 
and blameless. A Gaza mother sits amidst the rubble of what was once her home. 
If she knew the words of Nurit Peled-Elhanan, an Israeli mother whose 13-year-old 
daughter was killed by a suicide bomber in Jerusalem some years before, she might 
want to use Peled’s words and say to us: “We are the only ones who can tell you that 
there is no civilized killing of innocent, or barbaric killing of the innocent, there 
is only criminal killing of the innocent.” And remembering the last time she saw 
her little boy or girl, again using Peled’s words she would say: “After the death of a 
child there is no other. No one can avenge the blood of a child because a child takes 
into her small grave, with her small bones, the past and the future and the reason 
for war and its consequences.”
Another Yom Kippur, another war in Gaza. A few weeks after the Gaza war 
five years ago, in 2009, the Jerusalem prize, Israel’s most celebrated literary 
award, was given to Haruki Murakami, the distinguished Japanese novelist. There 
was great protest in Japan and in the literary world when it was announced that 
Murakami would receive this award. They threatened that if Murakami were to 
accept this Jerusalem prize, they would boycott his work as a response to Israel’s 
massive attack in Gaza and the terrible number of those who had died there. In 
his own kind of protest, after apologetically stating that it was his nature to do the 
opposite of what other people were telling him to do, here he did do the opposite. 
He went to Jerusalem, even though everyone was saying, “Don’t get involved. 
Don’t go there.”
Now this is some of what he said in Jerusalem in February 2009:
I do not intend to stand before you today delivering a direct political message. Please 
do however allow me to deliver one very personal message. It is something that I 
always keep in mind when I am writing fiction. I have never gone so far as to write 
it on a piece of paper and paste it to the wall: Rather, it is carved into the wall of my 
mind, and it goes something like this:
Between a high solid wall and an egg that breaks against it, I will always stand on 
the side of the egg. Yes, no matter how right the wall may be and how wrong the egg, 
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I will stand with the egg. Someone else will have to decide what is right and what is 
wrong.
What is the meaning of this metaphor? In some cases it is all too simple and clear. 
Bombers and tanks and shells are that high solid wall. The eggs are the unarmed 
civilians who are crushed and shot by them. This is one meaning of the metaphor.
This is not all, though. It carries a deeper meaning. Think of it this way. Each of 
us is, more or less, an egg. Each of us is a unique, irreplaceable soul enclosed in a 
fragile shell . . . And each of us, to a greater or lesser degree, is confronting a high 
solid wall. The wall has a name. It is the System. The System is supposed to protect 
us, but sometimes it takes on a life of its own, and then it begins to kill us and cause 
us to kill others—coldly, efficiently, systematically.
I have only one idea, to believe in the utter uniqueness and irreplaceability of our 
own and other’s souls, and in the warmth we gain by joining souls together.
The System did not make us. We made the System. We must not allow the System 
to exploit us.
Another Yom Kippur, another war in Gaza. A huge percentage of Israelis gave 
their full support to the war. In 1982, Israel invaded Lebanon with massive force, 
and marched on ready to begin the siege of Beirut. Israeli newspapers carried the 
story of a Col. Eli Geva, an armored brigade commander who created a sensation 
in Israel by asking to be relieved from his command rather than lead an assault 
on Beirut. The papers reported an exchange between Prime Minister Menachem 
Begin and Col. Geva. Begin hoped to persuade the young colonel to change his 
mind and asked why the colonel, the youngest brigade commander in Israeli his-
tory, wanted to be relieved of his command. Geva replied that when he looked 
through his binoculars into West Beirut he could see children playing.
This time, so far as we know, there was no Eli Geva. Oh, there were indeed 
Israelis who protested. In the middle of the war, 10,000 Israelis demonstrated 
in the Rabin Square in Tel Aviv. Standing and speaking there would be David 
Grossman, one of Israel’s most celebrated writers, to criticize the war, certainly 
differing with his distinguished colleague Amos Oz, about whom Ken spoke in his 
Rosh Hashanah sermon. But those in Rabin Square constituted a small minority.
And here, it seemed that American Jews were speaking in one voice. Every 
major Jewish organization rallied to the cause, rabbis among them, expressing 
their solidarity, the absolute necessity to continue the attack on Hamas and the 
people of Gaza. “Israel has a right to defend itself,” a principle that must have first 
been developed by the Neanderthals, was all the justification needed. It was unas-
sailable. It could cover every doubt, if there was doubt about Israel’s conduct of the 
war, the horror of it. Hardly a word found its way out of a Jewish mouth to express 
the slightest concern about the way Israel was exercising its right to defend itself, 
the appalling human suffering being visited upon the people of Gaza.
Although there was a rabbi, a certain Chasen, in Bel-Air who, breaking ranks 
from this rank indifference, wrote this to his congregation: “The past three weeks 
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have undeniably been among the most agonizing in the modern state of Israel’s 
66-year history. While the aerial bombardment in Gaza and Israel has been car-
ried on relentlessly, our eyes and spirits have been bombarded with an endless 
stream of heartbreaking images—dozens of Israeli soldiers falling at the hands 
of Hamas’ terrorists . . . countless battered and bloodied children trapped in the 
middle of Gaza’s warfare, so many of whom are dying . . . most of Israel’s civilian 
population living in fear as air raid sirens force them into bomb shelters every 
day  .  .  . a growing destruction of life in Gaza that will take enormous time and 
commitment from the world to reverse.” Those were Ken’s words.
As for me, it seemed clear that somewhere on the way to Gaza Israel had lost 
its moral compass; it was the very moral compass that had brought such glory to 
the people of Israel, the high ideals that had gone into its making, the passion for 
justice for all, the yearning for peace, the wonderful, warm, human decency that 
could be found among its people. And now Israel had risen up and said that it 
needed, as they put it, “to mow the lawn” again in Gaza. Seduced by the lure to 
war and filled with the desire for revenge, and with the passion of utter rightness, 
cheered on by Jews everywhere who wanted to demonstrate their solidarity, no 
one but a very few questioned whether this might possibly lead to a strategic fail-
ure and a moral defeat.
Here in Los Angles an assorted group of Jewish academics and a sprinkling 
of rabbis met to speak of our anguish and sorrow over the loss of life and scale of 
destruction and decided to give expression to the idea that this is one community 
with many voices, not just one. I suppose that in some way we were striving to give 
expression to the dignity of difference. And we produced a statement of principles 
that would come to bear, along with many others, the signatures of four rabbis 
associated with Leo Baeck Temple, Lewis Barth, William Cutter with Georgie, 
Sandy Ragins, and Leonard and Joan Beerman.3
(The following is an abbreviated version of the Statement of Principles.) “Love 
thy neighbor as thyself. One community, many voices.” This was the epigraph 
for our statement. “We, members of the Los Angeles Jewish community write to 
express our anguish and sorrow over the loss of life and scale of destruction in the 
conflict between Israel and Gaza. We condemn Hamas’ war time tactics and at the 
same time are acutely aware of the destruction inflicted by Israel. In thinking of 
the violence, we affirm the ancient wisdom of the Mishna that ‘whoever destroys a 
single life, it is as if he or she had destroyed an entire world’ (Sanhedrin 4:5).
“Hovering about all, above all questions of tactics and strategy—are the dead 
children, nearly 500 Palestinians and one Israeli. The loss of one innocent life 
is intolerable. The loss of many hundreds of innocent lives demands a moral 
accounting . . . Especially as we enter into the season of Teshuvah, repentance, it is 
imperative that we look into our souls and not rest quiet until we understand how 
this massive loss of innocent lives could have taken place. We insist that it not hap-
pen again. As deeply as we are connected to Israel, we reject the demand that we 
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support Israeli policy without dissent. We believe it is an obligation of all Jews to 
contribute humanitarian relief in both Israel and Gaza as a reflection of our com-
mitment to our own people and to the neighbors with whom we must find a way to 
live together in peace. And we urge our friends and colleagues and above all rabbis 
in our community to undertake a profound rethinking of the way they manifest 
‘support’ for Israel. Unreflective support perpetuates the myopia that leaves too 
many of us insensitive to the suffering of our Palestinian neighbors and cousins. 
At the same time, the kind of unreflective support on display in the latest Gaza war 
does not serve Israel’s best interests, but rather reinforces the extremist tendencies 
that threaten to undermine Israel’s democratic core.
“We believe that the blockade that Israel has imposed on Gaza since 2007 has 
contributed to an intolerable economic, health and humanitarian situation that 
should be removed with appropriate supervision to ensure that the materials 
brought in be for civilian use only.”
Another Yom Kippur. In the summer of 1936, in the heart of the great depres-
sion, Henry Luce, publisher of Time and Life and more recently of Fortune, must 
have discovered that there was indeed a depression, and he sent off James Agee 
and the photographer Walker Evans to explore the daily lives of tenant farmers in 
southern Alabama. It was an extraordinary collaboration. Agee wrote a report of 
30,000 words, submitted it with the instruction that not one word of it could be 
changed. Luce rejected Agee’s work, leading Agee to rework the material and to 
create five years later Let Us Now Praise Famous Men, which has come to be con-
sidered one of the most influential books of the twentieth century.
There is a paragraph in the original rejected article which is a ringing testament 
of Agee’s beliefs, and at the same time will lead us to understand why Luce would 
not feel it was appropriate for his Fortune magazine and its readership. “A civili-
zation which for any reason puts a human life at a disadvantage, or a civilization 
which can exist only by putting life at a disadvantage, is worthy neither of the name 
nor of continuance. And a human being whose life is nurtured in an advantage 
which has accrued from the disadvantage of other human beings and who prefers 
that this should remain as it is, is a human being by definition only, having much 
more in common with the bedbug, the tapeworm, the cancer and the scavengers 
of the deep.” We could apply that to our own country, with its gross inequalities. 
Or we could remember that for forty-seven years the Palestinian people has lived 
under Israeli occupation and suffered the humiliations, great and small, that come 
with being an occupied people, severely restricting their freedoms in every aspect 
of their lives, while Israeli lives are nurtured in an advantage which has accrued 
from the disadvantage which has been imposed upon the Palestinians.
Well, enough of this raucous stuff, some of you may be thinking. Is this what 
Yom Kippur is all about? Yes, Yom Kippur calls us to account for who we are as 
Jews, to remind us that we can never fulfill ourselves in an inhuman world. We 
can never fulfill ourselves until we become dedicated to each other’s fulfillment. 
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If Judaism has any continuing relevance it is because it has always been to grapple 
with the character and destiny of Jews and all humanity. And the distinctive qual-
ity of our faith as Jews is its will to sanctify life because of the sacredness of every 
human being. So it is that we have come here again to affirm our identity as Jews, 
and to assert for all to hear that there is a people in the world that has suffered all 
of the outrages of history, that has been victimized by thousands of lies and decep-
tions, a people whose bodies were trampled, whose spirits were mutilated in every 
era of human history, and yet that people persisted in believing in the infinite task 
of sanctifying human life.
Another Yom Kippur. It has come to us to remind us that our world, you and 
I, need desperately to be mended. Our world needs troubled people, Jews even, 
men and women who care, men and women who are not ashamed to be sensitive 
and tender. And our world needs men and women who have the courage to be 
afraid, afraid of all those forces which have removed our own humanity. And we 
need men and women who can resist all those, friends and enemies, who seek to 
prevent us from seeing the utter uniqueness and irreplaceability of our own and 
others’ souls, and in the warmth we gain in joining souls together.
It is to such a challenge that this New Year comes in all of its brightness, in all 
of its persistent hope.
C OMMENTARY BY PROFESSOR  
NOMI M.  STOLZENBERG
Leonard’s last summer was a difficult time. On July 8, 2014, responding to rocket 
fire from Hamas, Israel invaded Gaza. Over 2,000 people were killed in the ensu-
ing weeks, including 66 Israeli soldiers, 5 Israeli civilians, and somewhere between 
2,100 and 2,300 Palestinians.
Like many of us, Leonard was anguished by the Gaza war. Unlike many of us, 
Leonard found a way to put that anguish into words. I was not among those who 
had the privilege of attending his last Yom Kippur sermon. But if there was any 
consolation, it was that I got to hear him practice it and to discuss it with him over 
the months leading up to Yom Kippur. Leonard said it was his habit never to dis-
cuss his sermons before delivering them. But this year was different. This year he 
worried over every word, weighing each one. The words he was ruminating over 
came tumbling out over the dining tables over which we met, as he rehearsed his 
text, testing it, seeking our response.
One word in particular caught all of our attention, and that was the word 
“slaughter.”  One member of our party argued vociferously against it, contend-
ing it did not accurately describe the IDF’s motivations. Even if the IDF deserved 
blame, Leonard’s interlocutor argued, it did not deserve blame for slaughter, which 
implies the intent to bring about mass killing. Leonard conceded the point, agree-
ing there was no proof of a desire for the deaths on the part of the IDF. Eventually 
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we came up with “callous disregard” as an alternative. Yet Leonard refused to com-
pletely let go of his original word choice. For him, no passive, agent-less language, 
no “mistakes were made,” would do. And if the only choice was between language 
that implies responsibility for slaughter and language that evaded Israel’s moral 
agency, he was going to go with “slaughter.”
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Sayings of Leonard I. Beerman
(Left on the desk of his study)
 1.  We should know above all that war and the threat of war aggravate tyranny 
and provide the soil in which it thrives, while every effort made in the 
direction of peace relaxes not only international tension, but produces great 
liberty within each nation.
 2.  For . . . years we have sacrificed upon the altar of war and its preparation 
the greatest gifts of this nation, the gifts of mind and of technique; and in so 
doing, we have demonstrated a total contempt for man.
 3.  For . . . years, the angel of death has hovered over our civilization, fending 
off any serious endeavor to re-cultivate the waste places, to make a serious 
assault upon the problems of human anguish . . . The result of all this cannot 
adequately be measured, but we know it in the form of greater frustration 
and estrangement for us and greater poverty for the poor; for it is upon 
the poverty of multitudes that the unswerving, irresponsible dedication to 
defense and war is built.
 4.  Belief in the intelligent use of violence is the arrogance that bestrides 
the world . . . the nation shivers with insecurity; very few of us have any 
confidence that the political parties currently available to us have the 
leadership or the imagination and courage to liberate us from more of the 
same. Violence and the threat of violence abroad . . . violence and the threat 
of violence at home . . . the kind of violence that is shaking profoundly the 
inner life of all of us, as we see the traditional morality, the old religion, and 
the structure of family life, the relations between the generations crumbling.
 5.  We must not permit the terrible complexity of the problems of our society, 
or the resistance of confusion and fear, to deter us from our will to work for 
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the achievement of full and equal human rights for all. Nor can we permit 
our confidence in the ultimate goal to shrink before the difficulties that 
attend its achievement.
 6.  It is a common responsibility of all Americans to bring an end to the 
discrimination and exploitation which have for so long enmeshed the life 
of the Blacks in a tangle of pathology. We must not let ourselves be driven 
from this quest, either by the bitter rejection of some Blacks or by the 
renewed and intensified resistance of Whites.
 7.  Guilt . . . is the mark of a grand, profound struggle. It is the residue of the 
struggle between the conflicting forces of good and evil within us. It is the 
sign of our dignity as human beings, even as it is the mark of our failure 
to achieve the divine potential within us. To experience the awareness of 
our moral failure is, paradoxically, to experience the dignity of our own 
humanity.
 8.  We need those who have the courage to be ashamed, who have the muscle 
to care. And more than caring . . . we need those who will preserve and 
cultivate an enduring vision of the good, who will maintain a vision of the 
future as a permanent possibility in the present.
 9.  Not a day must go by without some expression of tenderness to those  
who are near and to those who are far off. Not a day must go by until  
we have used it to communicate our reverence for the despised, the 
humiliated, the unwanted. Not a day must go by unless it is good enough  
to be our last.
 10.  The fulfillment of the task, the fulfillment of life is in the here and now. The 
solutions will not be found in heaven. They will be found here on earth. 
And the message of religion is not designed to make us comfortable but to 
make us alive to our responsibility.
 11.  One either collaborates with the enemy, with whatever it is, with whatever is 
miserable or inhumane, with whatever is unjust, with whatever demeans the 
life of any of God’s children, or one joins the resistance.
 12.  What does it mean to be human? To be human is to love; but the other side 
of love, we know, is hate. That, too, is human. It is human to make mistakes 
and to involve others in our mistakes. It is human to be ignorant and to 
achieve wisdom slowly and painfully, to be humbled by our experiences. It 
is human to be confused and bewildered by the turmoil and complexity of 
life. And it is human to be distressed by one’s own inadequacy. It is human 
to face the future with deep uncertainty and not to be able to see very far 
ahead. It is human to hurt and to be hurt. It is for us to keep alive our faith 
that man can be human, that he can glorify the earth.
 13.  We will find ourselves not in solitude, not in escape, not in reliance upon 
myths of our own superiority, but by our capacity for compassion, our 
ability to care, our ability to develop a conscience broad enough to leap 
Sayings of Leonard I. Beerman    249
across the barriers of the little, little environment in which all of us live.
 14.  Isn’t it a perversion of everything that is morally precious in our religious 
tradition to permit the military to set the priorities for our country and  
the world? How can we pursue human goals, how can we reckon with  
the decay of our cities, how can we care for the poor and the hungry  
and the abandoned, how can we pretend to revere the dignity that is present 
in every human being, when our ultimate commitment is not to what is 
humane, not to God, but to this super Moloch in whose nuclear temple we 
have been prepared to sacrifice our children?
 15.  How can we profess our faith and continue to depend upon nuclear 
weapons to save us? How can we erect a religious commitment on a 
foundation of the believable threat to kill a hundred million of God’s 
children? . . . Is there any religious doctrine in any faith that can justify a 
nuclear war?
 16.  The way to give meaning to our life is to do what we can to abate its misery, 
to heal its wounds, to be comrades in the only war worth fighting: the battle 
to extend the domain of love and reconciliation and justice in the world, 
and thus to declare ourselves for the continuation of life.
 17.  Nothing is so hard to overcome as the will to be enslaved by our own moral 
inertia. Yet we know there is another power within us, a power that enables 
us to say no to the forces that have ruled over our thinking and feeling. It is 
the power of our own critical intelligence, or our own decency; the power of 
the human spirit; it is that spiritual power present in every person—and it 
can be actualized.
 18.  The earth is too small and life is too short for anything to be more 
important than the quest for peace.
 19.  Human social systems with their human beings, anxious, insecure, swollen 
with pride, driven by the will to power, corrupted by self-intoxication 
and self-deception, sooner or later sin against the laws of proportion 
and harmony and plunge into decay and self-destruction . . . Now our 
civilization may be in the process of making the same mistake.
 20.  We hold life to be sacred, do we not? We have been taught to do so by 
the heritage of our tradition and even our nation; yet, paradoxically, we 
patiently accept our roles as victims and perpetrators of mass slaughter, and 
by what we do, by what we prepare, we convey the steady message that life is 
worthless, it is not sacred at all.
 21.  To achieve national security by the threatened annihilation of whole 
populations is an evil I cannot believe any serious Jew, any serious Christian 
can countenance.
 22.  Human existence is coexistence. Before I can realize my own freedom, 
my independence, my humanity, I must join the fellowship of others, my 
people, humankind.
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 23.  From where, if not from this place, will come the call for peace? And the 
peace that we seek can never be the imposition of our wills on each other, 
but rather, the activating in each other of those forces which make for a 
common identity. Not by might and not by power, not by force and not by 
conquest can we transcend the dangerous, destructive imagery of victory 
and defeat that has been our human heritage.
 24.  We must understand the importance of a sense of dependence. And if we 
fail to celebrate this sense of dependence, no matter how far we reach into 
outer space, there can be no significant human life on earth. If we cannot 
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1 .  CHAPEL SERMON, O CTOBER 30 ,  1948
1. Genesis 3:7.
2 .  SIGMUND FREUD,  MAY 11 ,  1956
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Nature in the Twentieth Century (Princeton: Princeton University Press, 2004).
2. Yosef Hayim Yerushalmi, Freud’s Moses: Judaism Terminable and Interminable (New 
Haven: Yale University Press, 1991).
3. The typescript text contains these words on a line between paragraphs.
4. Typescript text is incomplete.
5 .  THE LEGACY OF MLK,  JANUARY 15 ,  1982
1. The boycott lasted from December 1, 1955, until January 17, 1956—381 days.
2. M. K. Gandhi, Non-violence in Peace and War (Ahmendabad: Navajivan Publishing 
House, 1942), 113ff.
6 .  FIRST ENC OUNTER WITH GEORGE (REGAS) ,  
APRIL 13 ,  2005
1. Regas and Beerman met in 1967, not 1971.
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11 .  FROM THE DIARY OF A LEO BAECK TEMPLE 
R ABBI ,  FEBRUARY 5 ,  1971
1. Adapted from T. S. Eliot, “The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock.”
2. Adapted from T. S. Eliot, “The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock.”
15 .  MY TROUBLES WITH GOD;  GOD’S  TROUBLES 
WITH ME,  FEBRUARY 9 ,  1979
1. The two paragraphs above appear typed on a piece of paper just before the sermon 
below, which begins with Rabbi Beerman’s handwritten words “Rough copy, Unedited, Not 
for Distribution.”
2. Rabbi Baeck was deported to Theresienstadt in 1943, but survived his time there and 
lived until 1956; he also taught at Hebrew Union College, as Beerman knew.
20. UCLA TEACH-IN ON VIETNAM WAR, MARCH 24, 1966
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“The  burden of its supplication was, that an ever-merciful and benignant Father of us all 
would watch over our noble young soldiers, and aid, comfort, and encourage them in 
their patriotic work; bless them, shield them in the day of battle and the hour of peril, 
bear them in His mighty hand, make them strong and confident, invincible in the bloody 
onset; help them crush the foe, grant to them and to their flag and country imperishable 
honor and glory.”
26 .  SURVIVAL IN A NUCLEAR AGE,  FEBRUARY 17 ,  1984
1. Ed.: Beerman originally wrote “guns” in the typed version of the text, but crossed it 
out and wrote in pen “m.r. nw,” the last two letters of which might signify “nuclear weapons.”
29 .  A VISION FOR A BEWILDERING TIME,  MAY 18 ,  2007
1. Ann Lauterbach, American Poetry Review, April/May/June 1996.
33 .  TIME IN ISR AEL,  PART S I  AND II ,  NOVEMBER 1967
1. Ed.: The preceding sentence was inserted by pen in the text, with the last portion 
unreadable.
2. The word here is illegible.
3. Ed.: family.
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35 .  YOM KIPPUR MORNING,  O CTOBER 11 ,  1978
1. This is a reference to the famous “Three No’s” of the Khartoum Resolution issued 
by the Arab League at its summit on September 1, 1967. The actual formulation from that 
resolution was “no peace, no recognition of Israel, no negotiations.”
2. Beerman is referring to the hostile reaction within the Jewish community to a lengthy 
and probing profile of Los Angeles Jews that appeared in the Los Angeles Times January 29–31, 
1978, written by Beerman’s friend the journalist Robert Scheer. The profile is reprinted in 
Robert Scheer, Thinking Tuna Fish, Talking Death: Essays on the Pornography of Power (New 
York: Hill and Wang, 1988), 27–55.
36 .  YOM KIPPUR EVE,  SEPTEMBER 26 ,  1982
1. Anthony Lewis, “At Home Abroad: The Consensus Cracks,” New York Times, July 1, 
1982.
2. Estimates are that the demonstration in central Tel Aviv on September 25, 1982, drew 
some 400,000 participants.
3. The reference is to Beerman’s friend and fellow Reform rabbi Jerome Grollman 
(1922–2008), who served for sixty years at United Hebrew Congregation in St. Louis.
38 .  A SERMON FOR YOM KIPPUR MORNING,  
O CTOBER 4 ,  2014
1. The poem reads somewhat differently from what Beerman quoted: “It is getting 
late. Shall we ever be asked for? Are we simply / Not wanted at all?” W. H. Auden, The Age 
of Anxiety: A Baroque Eclogue, ed. Alan Jacobs (Princeton: Princeton University Press, 
2011), 34.
2. The book’s correct title is My Promised Land: The Triumph and Tragedy of Israel (New 
York: Spiegel & Grau, 2013).
3. See the Statement of Principles from September 5, 2014, at http://www.jewishjournal.
com/opinion/article/statement_of_principles_ve_ahavta_le_reacha_kamocha_love_thy_
neighbor_as_th, accessed on November 21, 2016.
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